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/ Program  for 
Progress  at 

GAS  AND  ELECTRIC  COMPANY 


Growth  and  stability  are  predominant  features  of  the 
electric  and  gas  utility  industry.  These  services  provide 
the  energy  for  America’s  ever-expanding  industrial 
production  . . . the  basis  of  ever- rising  standards  of 
living.  The  industry  today  is  experiencing  the  greatest 
growth  in  its  history,  and  new  advances — in  production, 
distribution,  utilization — are  indicative  of  dynamic  de- 
velopment ahead.  It  is  a field  that  commands  the  atten- 
tion of  college  men  with  vision  and  initiative  . . . where 
assurance  of  a successful,  interesting,  well-paying  career 
depends  solely  upon  the  individual  s ability  and  ambition. 

POSITIONS  AVAILABLE  Baltimore  Gas  and  Electric 
Company  has  more  than  doubled  its  electric  generating 
capacity  in  the  past  ten  years  and  its  output  of  gas  has 
tripled.  Over  200  million  dollars  will  be  spent  in  the 
next  five  years  for  new  construction.  Such  growth  spells 
great  OPPORTUNITY . We  have  immediate  placement 
for  graduates  in  engineering — electrical,  mechanical, 
civil,  industrial,  chemical — in  finance,  accounting  and 
business  administration.  Our  business  comprises  all 
phases  of  utility  operation,  from  the  planning  and  con- 
struction of  new7  plant  facilities  to  sales  engineering  in 
applying  pow7er  and  fuel  for  users  of  service.  The  varied 
nature  of  these  operations  puts  a premium  on  your 
capacity  to  learn,  to  accept  responsibility,  to  develop 
your  capabilities  and  earning  power.  It  offers  wide 
opportunity  to  find  the  sphere  of  work  in  which  you  will 
derive  greatest  satisfaction  ...  to  concentrate  your  efforts 
where  your  talents  and  interests  can  best  he  applied. 
Summer  work  is  available  for  pre-graduate  students. 

SIZE  AND  SCOPE  OPERATIONS  Baltimore  G & E 
serves  a 2.283  sq.  mi.  area,  fronting  the  Chesapeake  Bay, 
which  comprises  one  of  America  s major  metropolitan 
centers,  a seaport  of  the  first  magnitude,  heavy  concentra- 
tions of  widely  diversified,  rapidly  expanding  indus- 
try, and  productive  rural  sections.  The  Company  ranks 


An  experienced  operator  explains  the  gas  pressure 
control  equipment  to  an  engineer  trainee. 


} oung  engineers  apply  their  knowledge  and  skill 
in  maintenance  of  large  power  equipment. 


with  America’s  larger  utilities,  w7ith  almost  half  a million 
electric  customers,  359.000  gas  customers;  and  personnel 
totaling  over  7,900.  Quality  of  service,  caliber  of  man- 
agement. relations  with  customers  have  gained  national 
recognition  in  the  utility  field. 

PERSONAL  ADVANTAGES  At  Baltimore  G & E you 
will  find  full  scope  for  continued  growth  and  advance- 
ment ...  a position  which  carries  prestige  that  comes 
with  association  in  an  organization  of  recognized  com- 
munity leadership  and  importance.  You  will  enjoy  the 
advantage  of  liberal  personnel  policies,  congenial  working 
conditions  with  able  associates,  an  atmosphere  of  high 
morale.  Job  benefits  are  significant;  relating  to  sickness, 
hospitalization,  life  insurance,  retirement,  vacation,  social 
activities  and  other  features. 

ADVANCED  STUDIES  To  encourage  employees  to  en- 
hance their  educational  status  and  earning  capacity,  our 
Educational  Assistance  Plan  offers  complete  financing, 
with  refund  of  tuition  and  fees  to  those  who  complete 
approved  graduate  courses.  Educational  facilities  here 
for  advanced  study  are  unsurpassed. 

WRITE  FOR  THIS  BOOK 

24  pages  of  information 
about  job  opportunities  at 
Baltimore  G&E.  Our  repre- 
sentatives visit  many  colleges 
and  universities.  Ask  your 
placement  director  about  an 
interview,  or  write  ].  W. 

Carothers,  Manager.  Person- 
nel Department , Baltimore 
Gas  anil  Electric  Company. 

1612  Lexington  Building, 

Baltimore  3,  Mil. 
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The  Orientation  . . . 


We  believe  we  have  something  you’ll 
like  this  year,  even  though  we’ve  taken 
a calculated  risk  in  departing  from  the 
usual  format  of  a college  magazine. 

We  did  this  because  we  feel  that  a 
university  publication  should  add  more 
to  the  campus  scene  than  a few  risque 
jokes  or  suggestive  sketches.  At  any 
rate  we’d  like  to  read  your  views  on 
the  subject.  Next  issue  if  the  response 
is  great  enough,  we’ll  run  a “Letters  to 
the  Editor”  column. 

This  year  the  fortunes  of  the  Terp 
eleven  ride  on  the  broad  shoulders  of 
Mr.  Tommy  Mont,  who,  as  Joe  Crown 
so  aptly  puts  it  in  our  “Old  Line  Fea- 
turette,”  has  a pair  of  “Big  Shoes  to 
Fill.”  The  coeds  will  enjoy  Dinah 
Brown’s  clever  storv  about  a former 
Maryland  coed— Mrs.  Tommv  Mont. 


Arlys  Reitz,  last  year’s  Chairman  of 
the  SGA  Cultural  committee,  tells  you 
all  about  National  Symphony  plans  for 
University  performances  in  her  column 
“Culturally  Speaking.”  While  Jack 
Stringer  strings  some  humor  in  his 
own  inimitable  style. 

Weight  problems  ladies???  Clare 
Wootten  takes  a different  approach  in 
her  article,  with  illustrations  by  tal- 
ented Carol  Nine. 

It  would  take  more  space  than  we 
have  here  to  tell  you  about  all  the 
features  of  the  new  Old  Line  but 
there  are  24  pages,  and  we  hope  you 
find  time  between  classes  to  read  every 
one.  Remember,  it’s  your  magazine, 
vou  pay  for  it,  produce  it— and  we 
hope  vou  enjoy  it!!! 

—The  Editor 
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by  S tan  Haines 

Ordinarily  this  column  will  be  de- 
voted exclusively  to  humorous  campus 
incidents,  which  you,  the  students,  are 
invited  to  report  on.  This  will  be  your 
column;  a column  in  which  we  hope 
to  bring  you  the  illimitable  humorous 
anecdotes  and  incidents  which  we  all 
see  but  hear  little  of. 

The  back  of  an  old  dean  slip  or  blue 
book  will  serve  well  enough  as  a mes- 
sage. Slip  it  under  the  door  of  the  Old 
Line  office  or  give  it  to  me,  but  be 
accurate  and  try  to  use  names  and 
places.  Nothing  leads  to  a happier 
friendship  or  libel  suit  more  quickly 
than  names  and  places. 

However,  this  being  the  first  issue, 
we  must  turn  to  some  great  American 
College  innovation  other  than  the  can 
of  beer,  namely,  Ocean  City. 

But  first,  a quick  note  for  the  incom- 
ing Freshmen  on  what  Ocean  City 
means  to  those  of  us  who  go  down 
directly  after  that  last  final  exam 
around  the  first  week  in  June.  It  means 
school  is  out  and  no  more  gas  to  be 
taken  from  some  cranky  old  instructor. 
It  means  one  last  huge  blast  before 
starting  the  summer  job.  And  to  you 
Freshmen  I can  only  say  don’t  miss  it 
next  June  — start  saving  your  green 
stamps  now  for  that  grand  finale  to 
end  all  finales— fun  games  at  Ocean 
City. 

Thursday,  June  7,  was  the  first  big 
day  with  most  of  the  kids  arriving  late 
in  the  afternoon  and  evening.  The 
KD’s,  were  the  first  ones  there  with 
the  Alpha  Z’s,  T ri  Delts,  DG’s,  AOPi’s, 
Theta’s,  KA’s,  Phi  Sigs,  Theta  Chi’s, 
Delt’s  and  Phi  Kap’s  arriving  later. 
Almost  every  Greek  organization  on 
campus  was  represented. 

The  independents  also  turned  out  in 
large  groups  to  add  to  the  gaieties. 


Nancy  Vickers,  Senior  in  Home  Ec., 
reports  that  most  people  checked  in 
at  the  Beach  Club,  Thursday,  since 
the  weather  was  cold  and  didn’t  lend 
itself  readily  to  beach  parties.  Thurs- 
day night  started  slowly  with  everyone 
gathering  on  the  boardwalk  to  plan 
the  evenings  festivities.  Some  brought 
dates,  but  most  students  came  in 
groups  and  paired  up  there. 

Fenwick  Island,  eight  miles  North 
of  O.C.,  was  the  meeting  place  for 
many  a foray  Thursday,  as  it  was  Fri- 
day, Saturday,  and  Sunday.  (A  small 
cabin  was  rented  by  one  of  the  groups 
and  proved  to  be  ideal  for  all-night 
blasts  as  no  one  lived  nearby.)  The 
Theta’s  stayed  at  the  Harrison  Hotel, 
where  small  impromptus  were  held, 
along  with  spaghetti  dinners,  if  you 
arrived  in  time.  (It  might  be  well  to 
keep  this  in  mind  for  next  year.)  Most 
of  the  other  girls  stayed  at  the 
Majestic. 

Friday  was  quite  hazy;  however, 
this  stopped  few  from  having  the  usual 
bridge  games  and  singing  on  the 
beach.  Tom  Nichols,  Junior,  E.E.,  says 
he  could  “hardly  see  the  water  through 
the  smog  from  inside  the  Beach  Club.” 
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night  in 

ST.  ANDREWS  CHURCH 
PARISH  HALL 
College  Avenue 
College  Park,  Maryland 


And  the  Beach  Club  did  a booming 
business,  of  course.  The  Ninety-Second 
Street  sand  dunes  were  lit  by  several 
fires  Friday  night  as  the  usual  crowds 
gathered  for  parties. 

Saturday  marked  the  biggest  day  of 
the  weekend.  Dance  Land,  just  outside 
Ocean  City,  filled  quickly  in  the  after- 
noon with  bare-foot  Marylanders.  A 
combo  entertained  with  an  occasional 
song  by  Iris  Paul.  The  fiasco  lasted  late 
and,  according  to  report,  was  “loud 
and  rowdy— but  everyone  had  a good 
time.” 

Most  students  started  the  trip  home 
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Sunday  afternoon  to  get  rested  up  for 
work  Monday.  Earlier  in  the  day,  Dick 
David,  senior  in  BPA,  and  Iris  Paul, 
thoroughly  entertained  everyone  on 
the  beach  with  their  bull-fighting 
antics.  Without  a doubt  it  was  a great 
time  and  Carol  Hall,  junior,  BPA, 
summed  it  up  very  cleverly:  “Parties, 
banquets,  and  balls  were  had  by  all.” 

A few  parting  notes  on  campus  hap- 
penings for  you  freshmen:  The  police 
force  has  new  cars.  Last  semester  they 
had  to  push  their  old  Ford,  to  get  it 
started  during  the  dorm  raids.  Three 
new  officers  have  been  employed  due 
to  the  increased  enrollment.  It  seems 
the  force  has  changed  its  attitude. 
They’re  friendly.  Hats  off  to  the  Cam- 
pus Cops.  Let’s  hope  they  remain  that 
way. 

Fraternity  Row  now  has  lights  on  it; 
however,  an  electric  eye  on  the  side  of 
the  Phi  Sig  house  is  easily  actuated  for 
vou  men  who  date  at  one  of  the  five 
sorority  houses.  (For  a price.) 

A T.D.  was  burned  down  this  sum- 
mer. The  tramps  who  lived  there  are 
reported  to  have  moved  into  the  base- 
ment of  the  BPA  building. 

One  last  item:  A new  figure  head 
has  appeared  on  campus.  His  name  is 
C.  /.  Gymp,  seen  in  company  at  O.C. 
with  a Miss  J.  }.  Keep  vour  eye  on  him 
this  year. 


Pay  4 Times  the  Price* 

VOU  STILL  CAN'T  MATCH 
HOLIDAY  PIPE  MIXTURE 


Cus+om  Blended  for  MILDNESS 

More  men  every  year  switch  to  Holiday,  because  it  contains  these  five 
famous  tobaccos  from  all  over  the  world  skillfully  blended  into  a mixture 
of  unequalled  flavor,  aroma  and  mildness.  Each  tobacco  adds  its  own 
distinctive  flavor  and  aroma,  to  make  Holiday  America’s  finest  pipe  mix- 
ture. Try  a pipeful — enjoy  its  coolness,  flavor  and  aroma — and  see  for 
yourself  why  more  and  more  men  who  smoke  mixtures  are  switching  to 
Holiday  as  a steady  smoke. 


*PROOP 


from  an  EXPERT 

A sample  of  Holiday  Pipe  Mix- 
ture in  a plain  wrapper  was  shown 
to  the  custom  blender  in  a na- 
tionally famous  tobacco  shop. 
“Can  you  duplicate  this  tobacco?” 
he  was  asked.  After  careful  exam- 
ination, he  said,  frankly,  that  he 
couldn't.  Although  he  could  iden- 
tify the  types  of  tobacco  used 
and  could  supply  them  in  a $6  a 
pound  mixture,  he  couldn't  guess 
the  secret  of  the  blend! 


GOLDFISH  BOWL  TEST 


PROVES  HOLIDAY’S  FRESHNESS 


If  moisture  can’t  get  in,  naturally  fresh- 
ness can’t  get  out.  Holiday’s  heat-sealed 
wrap-around  pouch  is  flavor-tight  — 
for  a fresher,  cooler  smoke.  Easy  to 
carry,  too — no  bulky  corners. 


LARUS  & BROTHER  CO.,  INC. 
RICHMOND,  VIRGINIA 


AMERICA'S  FINEST  PIPE  MIXTURE...  Cahada's  Finest  Too! 


Publications  Senior  Editor  tells  us  of 
Student  Government  hopes  and  plans  for  the  coming  year 
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Although  the  Constitution  of  the 
United  States  lias  remained  in  effect 
for  more  than  150  years— longer  than 
any  other  constitution  in  the  world— 
the  constitutions  of  America’s  colle- 
giate student  governments  are  tradi- 
tionally more  short  lived. 

It  seems  SGA’s  at  many  schools 
change  their  constitutions  every  five  or 
ten  years— perhaps  because  each  new 
crop  of  students  has  a new  outlook  on 
democracy  and  a new  idea  of  good 
government— perhaps  because  most  of 
our  colleges  and  universities  have 
grown  bv  leaps  and  bounds  in  recent 
years  so  that  what  is  in  style  one  year 
is  out  of  style  the  next. 

That’s  the  case  at  Maryland. 

In  1950  a new  constitution  was 
adopted  by  the  student  body,  another 
in  a long  series  of  College  Park  consti- 
tutions. That  document  still  remains  in 
effect  today,  providing  the  University 
with  a three-branch  SGA  — Men’s 


League,  Associated  Women  Students, 
and  the  Executive  Council  which 
meets  eveiy  Tuesday  night  around  the 
shiny  table  in  Room  120  of  the  Stu- 
dent Union. 

But  last  fall  a long-overdue  organi- 
zation of  the  University  faculty  came 
into  being.  The  new  Faculty  Senate 
created  several  committees  whose 
duties  overlapped  with  those  of  several 
organizations  under  the  SGA  structure. 

Aware  of  this  situation,  the  1955-56 
SGA  laid  the  groundwork  for  a new 
constitution,  one  based  on  the  three- 
branch  legislature,  executive  and  judi- 
cial setup  of  the  federal  government. 


by 

ROGER 

KEITH 


After  a survey  of  more  than  50 
SGA’s  they  found  this  to  be  the  gen- 
eral structure  at  a majority  of  colleges 
and  universities. 

Their  proposed  constitution  opened 
up  a new  field  of  student  power— a 
student  court  which  would  decide  var- 
ious disciplinary  cases  involving  other 
students. 

The  legislative  branch  would  have 
been  enlarged  to  include  more  mem- 
bers—representatives  from  each  college 
on  campus. 

Indeed  the  aim  was  to  allow  as 
many  students  as  possible  to  partici- 
pate directly  in  SGA  affairs. 

The  proposed  student  government 
setup  was  approved  tentatively  by 
University  President  Elkins  and  the 
Student  Life  Committee;  but  put  to  a 
vote  of  the  student  body  last  spring,  it 
was  overwhelmingly  defeated,  and  for 
a variety'  of  reasons. 

Some  voters  felt  that  not  enough 


students  had  been  consulted  for  ideas 
on  an  ideal  constitution,  while  others 
felt  that  the  student  body  couldn’t  be- 
come sufficiently  acquainted  with  the 
entire  document  in  the  week  between 
the  time  it  was  first  published  and  the 
time  it  was  voted  upon. 

Greeks  in  particular  opposed  the 
wording  of  the  judicial  section,  which 
would  have  given  the  supreme  court 
power  to  tty'  fraternity  men  for  offenses 
over  which  the  Interfraternity  Council 
desires  jurisdiction. 

Others  thought  the  representation- 
by-college  plan  to  be  impractical. 

That  was  the  situation  when  the 
present  SGA  was  elected.  According  to 
President  Jack  Buffington,  No.  1 job 
for  this  year  is  to  complete  work  on  a 
new  student  government  for  Maryland 
in  time  to  have  it  go  into  effect  bv 
September  1957,  the  originally  sched- 
uled date. 

Using  the  defeated  constitution  as  a 
basis,  the  new  SGA  hopes  to  iron  out 
differences  and  to  present  a satisfac- 
tory constitution  to  the  students  before 
spring  elections.  (The  new  document 
will  be  taken  out  of  politics  completely 
and  will  be  voted  upon  at  a special 
election  rather  than  at  the  annual  SGA 
spring  election.) 

Instead  of  a constitutional  conven- 
tion, which  had  been  originally  con- 
sidered, Buffington  said  the  plan 
would  be  to  increase  the  size  of  the 
Organization  and  Procedures  Commit- 
tee from  eight  to  approximately  15 
members— a representative  group  pref- 
erably from  all  phases  of  campus  life. 

This  committee  will  then  handle  re- 
writing of  the  rejected  constitution. 

The  new  constitution— in  the  style  of 
the  federal  constitution— must  be  flex- 
ible enough  to  last  longer  than  a few 
years,  a document  which  can  survive 
huge  enrollment  increases.  It  must  also 
be  specific  enough  to  provide  effective 
student  government. 

This  is  the  double-headed  problem 
the  SGA  faces.  It’s  a problem  we  all 
face,  too,  for  the  final  decision  will  be 
made  at  the  polls  by  each  one  of  us  as 
individual  students. 
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by  TOM  NICHOLS 

In  this  column  we  hope  to  provide  you  with 
a handy  guide  to  the  hot  spots  around 
Washington  and  Baltimore,  with  the  necessary 
monetary  considerations. 

The  Bayou,  dixieland  center  of  Washington, 
is  located  at  3135  K Street,  N.  W.,  under  the 
freeway  in  Old  Georgetown.  "Wild  Bill" 
Whelan  and  His  Dixie  Six,  provide  music  hot 
and  loud,  in  the  old  style,  from  9 'til  1 2 on 
weekdays  and  Saturday.  They  blast  until  1:30 
on  Friday  nights.  Jam  sessions  on  Sunday  at 
five  are  real  enjoyment  for  true  dixie  lovers. 
The  fare  is  a la  carte  and  a little  expensive. 
There's  a dollar  cover  charge  for  all  dixie 
fans. 

Binder's,  a rustic  casino  on  the  Baltimore- 
Washington  Parkway  at  the  Laurel  turnoff 
offers  dancing  on  a lighted  glass  floor  Fridays 
to  1:30  and  Saturdays  to  12.  Chuck  John's 
Quintet  plays  the  latest  popular  tunes  for  the 
semi-coliege  clientele.  The  food  is  good  with 
dinners  starting  at  $1.50.  We  found  the  house 
specialty,  a tasty  bar-b-cued  chicken,  excel- 
lent for  the  price.  Binder's  also  has  the  best 
in  service  and  accommodations  for  large  and 
small  private  parties. 

The  Coral  Room  in  Southeast  Washington 
(1331  Savannah  Street)  features  the  best 
laugh  man  in  D.  C.,  Dave  Astor,  well  known 
to  the  college  crew  for  his  broad  minded  wit, 
makes  the  Coral  Room  an  unusual  date  spot. 
The  show  includes  Helen  Phillips,  a popular 
vocalist,  and  one  other  act  which  we  missed 
but  understand  is  quite  an  eye  catcher.  The 
$1.50  minimum  makes  little  difference  to  those 
who  stay  for  both  shows.  Dinners  are  a la 


carte  and  in  the  two  dollar  range.  Mel  Lowe's 
Band  provides  varying  types  of  music  for 
those  who  like  to  dance  between  shows.  There 
is  dancing  every  night  except  Sunday  from 
9:30  to  2. 

The  823  in  downtown  D.  C.  (823  15th  Street, 
N.  W.)  is  a popular  after  hours  spot  with  a 
heavy  German  atmosphere.  Their  specialties 
are  dinners  and  sandwiches  made  with 
imported  European  meats  and  cheeses.  Prices 
are  low,  appealing  to  students  from  all  over 
town.  Dinners  start  at  $1.60  with  those  deli- 
cious sandwiches  available  for  less  than  a 
dollar.  Oscar  Hientze  and  violin  are  accom- 
panied by  Miss  Ava  and  Miss  Jane  at  the 
pianos  playing  the  lively  American  and 
German  tunes  you  love  to  hear.  A favorite 
with  Marylandites,  the  823  is  inexpensive  and 
lots  of  fun. 

From  Baltimore  we  hear  the  Chanticleer  on 
Charles  Street  is  one  of  the  better  eaterys  with 
good  entertainment  but  quiet,  thus  giving 
just  the  right  mood.  There  is  dancing  til  12 
and  little  else  to  interrupt  the  romantic  types 
among  us.  More  about  this  big  city  in  the 
next  issue.  Watch  for  it. 

Back  in  Washington,  Benny's  down  at  14th 
and  H Streets,  N.  W.,  can  claim  honors  as  the 
maddest  rock  'n  roll  bistro  in  town.  They  make 
the  right  kind  of  noises  down  there  every 
night  until  2.  This  is  not  the  place  to  relax  as 
Phil  Foster  and  his  band  keep  you  pounding 
the  table  except  during  breaktime.  No  cover 
and  no  minimum,  this  house  is  always  loaded 
with  rock  'n  roll  addicts. 

The  4400,  about  three  miles  down  the  road 
towards  town  (Rhode  Island  Avenue)  gives  us 


more  of  that  fast  and  loud  music.  There's  no 
time  for  table  talk  here,  the  music  and 
dancers  take  all  of  your  attention.  Only  the 
best  on  their  feet  can  keep  it  moving  all  the 
while.  They  serve  some  of  the  most  succulent 
pizza  you  have  ever  burned  your  mouth  with. 
No  cover,  no  minimum,  so  we  see  a lot  of 
the  Maryland  crowd  down  there. 

Next  month's  issue  will  continue  with  this 
handy  guide  to  some  of  the  local  nite  life, 
provided  those  of  you  who  wander  about  will 
let  me  know  of  your  favorite  haunts.  Drop 
down  to  see  yours  truly,  Tom  Nichols  at  No. 
7 Fraternity  Row  or  send  me  a line,  c,  o THE 
OLD  LINE,  Publications  Office.  So  ends  the  first 
chapter  of  A Tale  Of  Two  Cities. 
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Sonorous  snores  betrayed  the  silence  of  the  early  morning  class  in  the  Botany 
Lecture  Room.  The  class  waited  with  sadistic  curiosity  to  learn  of  the  fate  that 
would  befall  the  sleeping  student,  but  the  professor,  undisturbed  by  the  rumble, 
continued  his  explanation  of  the  difference  between  a stem  and  a leaf. 

Obviously  he  was  not  Maryland’s  present  General  Botany  Professor. 

As  a matter  of  fact,  at  that  time  Robert  D.  Rappleye  known  as  “Rap,”  was 
a mere  student  at  the  University  of  Marvland,  and— you  guessed  it— asleep  in 
Botany  Lecture. 

Awakened  by  his  classmates  after  the  Lecture,  Rap  yawned,  stared  blanklv 
about  the  room,  then  rising  languidly  to  his  feet  slowly  yawned  his  way  to  the 
German  Class.  There  he  dropped  into  a convenient  chair  striving  vainly  to  keep 
his  eyes  open.  He  knew  he  had  to  stay  awake  because  German  wasn’t  as  “easy” 
as  Botany,  so  he  let  his  eyes  wander  about  the  room. 

Suddenly  his  eyes  flickered,  squinted,  and  then  opened  wide.  He  closed  and 
rubbed  them,  and  then  straightened  up  and  looked  again.  He  then  realized  that 
what  he  saw  was  definitely  real,  and  oblivious  of  his  surroundings  he  sat  and 
stared. 

Although  wide  awake  during  the  rest  of  the  class,  German  was  forgotten.  Rap 
just  couldn’t  tear  his  eyes  away  from  the  blonde  vision  of  loveliness  just  across 
the  aisle.  The  weeks  that  followed  Rap  smittenly  went  to  German  class  but  just 
sat  in  a romantic  trance,  with  occasional  glances  across  the  aisle.  German  was 
the  farthest  subject  from  his  mind. 

At  the  end  of  the  semester  the  blonde  charmer  passed  German  with  flying 
colors,  but  unfortunately,  her  admirer  had  to  remain  in  the  class  another  semes- 
ter. However,  all  was  not  in  vain,  because  the  pretty  girl,  also  a Botany  major 
became  Mrs.  Robert  D.  Rappleye  in  1941. 


Dr.  Rappleye  and  friends  laugh  it  up. 


6 


Although  born  in  Ithaca,  New  York,  Rap  bypassed  the  locally  prominent  uni- 
versity to  enter  Maryland’s  College  of  Agriculture.  This  was  his  first  piece  of 
good  luck.  His  second  was  coining  to  Maryland  in  the  days  when  Botany  pro- 
fessors didn’t  hurl  chalked  missiles  through  the  air  at  dottering  students. 

In  1944,  Rap’s  uncle  (Sam,  that  is)  sent  him  out  to  see  the  world.  He  did  see 
England,  and  after  helping  16,000,000  associates  get  the  job  under  control 
returned  to  the  US  and  started  teaching  at  his  Alma  Mater. 

Although  not  on  a full  time  teaching  basis  here,  Rap  participates  in  many 
experiments  being  conducted  by  the  Botany  department.  Today,  one  would 
never  recognize  him  as  the  drowsy,  seemingly  disinterested  student  of  yesteryear. 

Rap  is  intensely  interested  in  all  college  activities.  Last  year  he  was  Acting 
University  Marshal  and  this  year  he  is  taking  an  active  part  in  the  plans  for  the 
future  expansion  of  the  University.  He  attends  most  of  the  University  social 
functions,  (but  as  to  taking  an  active  part  in  them  . . . who  knows?). 

A firm  believer  in  publicity,  Doctor  Rappleye  doesn’t  think  that  Maryland  is 
getting  its  share  of  press  notices  in  some  sports  where  its  outstanding  teams  have 
made  enviable  records,  and  he’ll  cite  the  schools  fine  track  teams,  outstanding 
lacrosse  team,  etc.  and  remark  that  with  the  exception  of  the  football  team,  most 
of  them  receive  little  or  no  mention  in  the  daily  press,  or  from  the  campus 
publications. 

Rap  likes  to  retell  some  of  the  humorous  incidents  of  the  classroom.  One  of  his 
favorites  concerns  Maryland’s  former  well-known  boxer,  Quattrocchi,  who 
strolled  into  class  late  and  slowlv  ambled  to  his  seat  at  the  other  end  of  the  room. 

Rap  stopped  his  lecture,  and  in  his  best  proffesorial  manner  sternly  eyed  the 
embarrassed  student  as  he  slowly  walked  across  the  room. 

“Glad  you  could  make  it,”  Rap  said  sarcastically. 

The  subdued  Quatrocchi  was  tongue-tied  for  a moment,  but  managed  a 
casual,  “Anything  happen  yet,  Doc?”  * 

On  another  occasion  the  Botany  class  went  into  hysterics  when  a student 
wearing  a raccoon  coat  and  beanie,  and  carrying  a pennant  strode  slowly  into  the 
classroom  10  minutes  after  the  lecture  had  begun.  The  ludicrously-clad  youth 
walked  listlessly  to  the  front  of  the  room,  said  hello  to  Dr.  Rappleye,  and  then 
slowly  shuffled  to  a chair  and  sat  down. 

The  whole  class  howled,  but  Rap  didn’t  crack  a smile. 

When  the  last  giggle  had  subsided.  Dr.  Rappleye  continued  the  lecture  as  if 
nothing  had  happened. 

Class  over,  the  students  trooped  toward  the  door  as  the  oddly  bedecked  youth 
tried  to  make  a speedy  exit. 

Rap  called  him  just  as  he  reached  the  door,  and  the  erstwhile  comic,  now 
quite  worried,  sheepishly  walked  up  to  receive  his  punishment. 

Rap  straight-faced  stared  at  the  student  as  the  class  filed  out.  When  the  last 
body  had  left  he  said,  “The  second  General  Botany  Class  will  be  here  in  ten 
minutes— come  back  and  do  it  for  them  too!”  Then  not  being  able  to  contain 
himself  any  longer  he  broke  into  laughter. 

The  student  was  startled  at  first,  but  on  hearing  Rap’s  laughter,  his  penitent 
face  took  on  an  expression  of  happiness  at  his  good  luck,  and  twenty  minutes 
later  he  returned  to  class  for  an  encore. 

Later  Dr.  Rappleye  found  out  that  the  student  was  a pledge  in  his  old  fra- 
ternity and  was  forced  into  the  stunt  by  the  brothers. 

Despite  many  other  such  occurrences  Dr.  Rappleye  says  the  “wierdest”  things 
he  has  seen  in  his  teaching  career  turn  up  in  exams. 

The  Botany  Department  always  gets  a kick  out  of  the  25  different  spellings 
that  come  out  of  one  word. 

Last  semester,  on  a particularly  difficult  question,  one  student  wrote,  “Hell 
Doc  I don’t  know!!” 

In  spite  of  his  casual  and  humorous  way  in  the  classroom.  Rap  admits  that  he 
is  always  scared  during  the  first  five  minutes  in  front  of  a new  class. 

Doctor  Rappleye  brings  humor  into  his  lectures  because  he  believes  the  slight 
diversion  will  make  the  course  more  interesting.  When  a lecture  is  especially  dull, 
he  claims  he  can  sense  it  right  away  from  the  attitude  of  the  students,  and  he 
admits  that  he  has  a guilty  feeling  when  giving  what  he  thinks  is  a lousy  lecture. 

Dr.  Rappleye’s  hobby  is  collecting  plants  of  economical  use.  He  has  gone  to 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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Let's  See  You  Figure  This  ? ? 

A $10.00  award  will  be  presented  to  the  student  who  sends  to  the  Old  Line  the  best 
interpretation  of  the  following  column.  All  entries  must  be  submitted  by  November  1, 
1956  and  signed  by  the  originator.  The  contest  is  open  to  all  students  of  the  University 
of  Maryland.  One  prize  will  be  awarded  and  the  final  decision  will  rest  upon  the  author’s 
own  judgment.  The  winner  will  be  personally  notified  and  his  name  announced  in  the 
November  issue  of  the  Old  Line. 


Now  that  the  insatiable  hell  of  three 
years  studying  English  literature  has 
subsided  into  an  ideological  puddle, 
the  principle  of  ethics  lifts  itself  from 
out  of  the  receding  tide  and,  in  a most 
hungry  manner,  says  “Conformity,  my 
young  man,  has  nothing  whatever  to 
do  with  intelligence  and  perception.” 

I agree  with  this  negative  statement. 

To  the  right  of  Ethics  1 saw  Intelli- 
gence; to  the  left  1 saw  Perception. 
The  gauze  curtain,  on  which  icere 
pinned  like  price  tags  a thousand 
souls,  parted  and  the  trio  ivalked 
quickly  to  center  stage.  From  the  pit, 
the  orchestra’s  brass  mellowed  a muted 
fare;  and  then  Ethics,  Intelligence  and 
Perception  sang,  in  three  part  har- 
mony, “I’ll  Build  a Stairway  to  Para- 
dise.” 


Like  to  win 


ten  dollars?? 


Figure  the 
theme  behind 


Jack  Stringer’s 
college  tcde. 


This  is  the  story  of  Frank  Long- 
fellow, first  a sophomore,  second  a stu- 
dent, and  third  the  nucleus  of  an  idea. 

Without  being  jarred  by  the  crudity, 
banality,  and  the  condescension  of  the 
two  resident  coeds  standing  in  front 
of  him,  Frank  Longfellow  waited 
patiently  and  quietly  for  twenty  min- 
utes in  the  Dean  Signature  line.  They 
sure  were  stacked  though.  Held  firmly 
in  his  right  hand,  his  schedule  and 
registration  papers  had  been,  for  effi- 
ciency, neatly  separated,  each  paper 
staggered  a quarter  of  an  inch  and 
fastened  by  a paper  clip  found  on  the 
desk  of  his  adviser.  The  long  line 
moved  slowly.  He  looked  at  the  desk; 
three  people  to  go. 

He  looked  beyond  the  desk  and  saw 
nothing.  His  white  bucks  looked  dirty 
enough.  His  pen  was  in  his  coat 
pocket.  He  looked  over  his  left 
shoulder  and  recognized  no  one. 

“Look  magazine  picks  Maryland 
number  five  in  the  country,”  said  the 
fellow  behind  him.  “You’re  next,”  he 
said. 

Frank  stepped  up  to  the  table  and 
handed  the  consumptive  looking  asso- 
ciate professor  his  class  cards.  The 
man  with  the  stamp  scrutinized  each 
card,  the  signature  stamp,  the  Cart- 
ier’s inking  pad  and,  without  reinking 
the  stamp,  he  daringly  imbedded  the 
rubber  signature  on  the  three  cards  in 
challenging  succession.  “That’ll  do,” 
he  said.  “Next.” 

Reassembling  his  cards,  Frank  made 
his  way  through  the  four  tributaries 
and  out  into  the  hall.  The  stream  bub- 
bled spasmodically. 

“My  tan  will  be  gone  in  two  weeks.” 

“Dr.  Harmon?  Who’s  he?” 

“Is  this  an  easy  course?” 

“And  I made  out  like  a bandit.  Hi, 
Frank.” 

“Howz’  it  goiri?  Fred-boy.” 

“I  simply  hated  to  tell  her  that  I 
would  miss  the  tea.” 


“My  books  will  cost  a fortune.” 
“APO?” 

“Yeh,  she’s  pinned  now.” 

“Again.” 

“Who  got  pinned?” 

“They  just  opened  the  ten  o’clock 
lab  in  Bact.” 

“I’ll  never  make  it.” 

“Was  I smashed!” 

“This  line  is  ridiculous.” 

“He  has  a rubber  stamp  with  the 
Dean’s  signature  on  it.” 

“Did  you  hear  the  one  about  . . .” 
“Goiri  to  the  freshman  mixer?” 
“Didn’t  do  nothin’.  ‘Worked  for  the 
government  this  summer.’  ” 

“Coming  down  to  the  house  to- 
night?” 

“You  bet.” 

“I  haven’t  seen  a movie  for  four 
months.” 

“What  lousy  food.” 

“Why  don’t  they  do  something 
about  it?” 

“This  line  never  moves.” 

“Huh?” 

“It’s  like  this  every  year.” 

Frank  stopped  momentarily  at  the 
basement  door  that  opened  into  the 
Botany  I lecture  room.  Bob  was  wait- 
ing for  him. 

“Sorry  I’m  late,  Bob.” 

“No  sweat.”  Bob  gathered  his  regis- 
tration paraphernalia  that  was  spread 
over  the  lecture  rostrum.  “Ain’t  this  a 
bitch.” 

Frank  nodded  and  the  two  went 
into  the  hall.  A crowd  had  gathered 
around  a Coke  machine,  broken  and 
spilling  forth  with  free  cokes. 

“Might  as  well,”  Bob  said.  “By  the 
way,  I heard  you  over-turned  a milk 
truck  this  summer.” 

“It  was  a good  job  while  it  lasted.” 
Frank  pushed  the  button  for  a cherry- 
coke.  “More  than  four  hundred  dollars 
damage.” 

“It  must  have  been  a sight  to  see.” 
“You’ve  never  seen  so  much  milk. 
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“How’d  it  happen?” 

Frank  tasted  the  cherry-coke  and 
smiled.  “Why  don’t  these  things  break 
down  more  often?” 

They  walked  up  the  cement  steps, 
. out  the  double  doors  and  talked  for  a 
moment  beside  the  Wailing  Wall. 

“Farmer  Jim  said  he’d  meet  us  in 
front  of  the  library.”  Bob  took  out  his 
sun  glasses  and  neatly  polished  the 
lenses  with  the  end  of  his  tie.  “He  had 
a job  at  the  Beltsville  Experimental 
Station.” 

“D’ya  think  he’ll  pledge  the  fra- 
ternity this  fall?” 

Squinting,  Bob  adjusted  his  glasses 
securely  on  the  bridge  of  his  nose. 
“The  farmer  says  he  doesn’t  have 
time.” 

“That’s  no  excuse,  Bob,”  Longfellow 
said.  “You  ought  to  work  on  him.  Jim 
is  a fine  ball  handler.  We  might  win 
the  intramurals  if  he  played.” 

“I’ll  see  what  I can  do,  Frank.  But 
he’s  changed  since  last  spring.” 

“Whatya’  mean?” 

“Well,”  Bob  paused.  “Here’s  the 
problem.  Jim  doesn’t  seem  interested 
in  the  fraternity  anymore.” 


Frank  was  stunned.  “I  don’t  believe 
it,  Bob.’’  They  moved  away  from  the 
Wailing  Wall  and  walked  silently  to- 
wards the  library.  As  they  approached, 
Frank  spotted  Jim  sitting  on  the  base 
pedestal  of  one  of  the  columns.  He 
waved. 

“Hi,  Frank.  Hi,  Bob.” 

“It’s  great  to  see  you,  Jim,”  said 
Frank,  warmly  shaking  Jim’s  hand. 
“Through  registering?” 

“Yeh,”  Jim  answered.  “Finished  this 
morning.” 

“Got  any  eight  o’clock's?” 

“Two  hour  lab  in  Bact  I.  What  have 
you  been  doing?  Frank.” 

“Worked  in  Baltimore  this  summer 
as  a milkman.” 

“How  about  you  Bob.” 

“Nothing.  I did  see  the  All  Star 
game  in  Chicago.” 

“Like  it?” 

“Wasn’t  the  best  football  I’ve  ever 
seen.  But  I did  get  a chance  to  con- 
gratulate Bob  Pellegrini.” 

“No  kidding?” 

“My  old  man  knows  a friend  of 
Ralph  Guglielmi  and  some  of  the  other 
wheels.” 


“Well  then,”  said  Jim.  “Maybe  you 
can  answer  my  question?” 

“Yeh?” 

“Whose  going  to  write  Pellegrini’s 
speech  next  year?” 

“Whataya  mean?”  Bob  took  off  his 
sun  glasses. 

“That  guy  will  have  to  be  a genius. 
That’s  all  ...  a genius.”  Jim  started  to 
leave  the  orbit.  “See  ya  around,”  he 
said. 

“Where  ya  goin  ?”  asked  Frank. 

“To  the  book  store,”  Jim  answered. 

Frank  stood  in  front  of  the  library 
for  a couple  of  minutes  watching  Jim 
pass  through  the  crowd  that  gathered 
between  the  Education  and  BPA 
buildings.  The  sun’s  glare  began  to 
warm  the  cold  tinge  that  had  lingered 
over  the  campus  that  September  morn- 
ing. A group  of  laughing  coeds  bounced 
by  in  tight  skirts,  gym  socks  and  tennis 
shoes. 

“You  know,  Bob,”  said  Frank.  “I 
think  . . .” 

And  Frank  Longfellow  could  go  no 
further.  It  was  the  first  honest  laugh 
he  had  had  that  day. 


Why 
Go 

Naked? 
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Be  smart,  get  in  Herbie  Kaye’s  pants  . . . 

HERBIE  KAYE’S  UNIVERSITY  SHOP 
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Campus  Chimes 


College  Daze 


by  June  Riddle 


by  Harold  Joffe 


° This  is  the  first  in  a series  of  inter- 
views with  the  religious  advisors  on 
campus.  Perhaps  through  these  aiticles 
we  can  all  get  to  know  these  person- 
alities better. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  imagine  that 
anyone  who  was  at  Maryland  last  year 
doesn’t  know  the  familiar  nickname  of 
“Monk.”  “Monk”  is  the  Reverend  Jesse 
Myers,  Presbyterian  minister  at  Memo- 
rial Chapel. 

Monk  was  born  in  Baltimore  and 
did  his  high  school  work  at  Baltimore 
City  College.  After  undergraduate 
work  at  Hampden-Sidney  College, 
Virginia,  he  graduated  from  the  Union 
Theological  Seminary  in  Richmond. 
He  lettered  in  football  and  track, 
played  college  and  seminary  basket- 
ball, and  was  a member  of  the  Fellow- 
ship of  Christian  Athletes. 

During  the  Korean  conflict,  he  was 
a U.  S.  Army  Chaplain.  Recently  he 
was  made  an  honorary  member  of 
Lambda  Chi  Alpha  Fraternity  here  on 
campus. 

The  services  provided  for  campus 
residents  are  Sunday  Chapel  service 
and  an  extensive  personal  counseling 
program.  Monk  works  with  the  cam- 
pus coaches  and  athletes  as  an  un- 
official chaplain  to  the  football  team. 
Through  bible  studies,  meditations, 
special  programs  and  the  Wednesday 
night  fellowship  meetings,  a program 
of  instruction  and  training  is  carried 
on. 

Innovations  for  the  coming  year  in- 
clude: (1)  a college  age  discussions 
group  at  10:30  A.  M.  Sunday  morn- 
ings in  the  West  Chapel;  (2)  com- 
bined Presbyterian  and  Methodist 
services  held  in  the  Memorial  Chapel 
at  11:30  A.  M.  Sunday  mornings;  (3) 
a special  graduate  seminar  in  theology 
and  philosophy  every  Friday  after- 
noon; and  (4)  a program  for  the  U.  of 
M.  School  of  Nursing  in  Baltimore. 

Monk  has  a partner  in  Reverend 
Bard,  the  Methodist  minister.  Our  next 
article  will  concern  him. 

Both  Monk  and  Reverend  Bard  will 
be  at  the  Memorial  Chapel  on  Sunday 
mornings  for  the  combined  services. 
Won’t  you  join  us  there? 


Years  ago,  when  we  were  yearning  to  expose  ourselves  to  learning 
We  came  to  college  to  get  knowledge  and  some  wit— 

Though  to  be  a bit  exacter,  our  parents  were  a factor, 

, And  armed  service  made  us  nervous,  we  admit. 

Well,  we’ve  been  here  many  seasons,  but  we  still  don’t  know  the  reasons 
For  the  many  things  that  puzzled  us  before; 

And  the  things  we  took  for  granted— even  they  have  been  supplanted 
By  perplexities  that  vex  us  to  the  core. 

To  be  somewhat  more  particular:  Can  four  lines  be  perpendicular? 

Are  ten  millepedes  a centipede,  and  why? 

Can  you  measure  joy  or  sadness?  Is  Roumania  a madness? 

And  how  can  Ground  Observers  watch  the  sky? 

Surely  this  is  just  a sample— though  we  trust  that  it  is  ample— 

Of  the  multitude  of  things  that  have  us  snow-ed. 

But  how  stranger  far  than  these  (and  there’s  none  who  disagrees!) 

Is  that  Ultimate  Enigma,  called  the  Co-Ed. 

How  Miss  Ultimate  Enigma  is  a member  of  Tau  Sigma, 

Or  Pi  Lambda  or,  perchance,  of  Kappa  Rho. 

But  whatever  her  sorority,  she  gives  it  top  priority— 

So  we’d  guess  that  she’d  have  no  time  for  a beau. 

Yet  so  great  her  poptdarity  that  with  perfect  regidarity 
She  is  dated  by  top-rated  men  on  campus. 

(Thus,  when  in  a jealous  humor,  we  might  even  spread  the  rumor 
That  she’s  only  here  because  she’s  out  to  vamp  us.) 

And  we  furthermore  might  mention  that  she  pays  so  much  attention 
To  her  looks— indeed,  her  hair-do,  nose-do,  knee-do — 

That  her  studies  get  neglected.  And  that’s  why  we’re  so  dejected— 

For,  with  all  this,  she  gets  better  grades  than  we  do! 


. A rid  some  don  't  have  dates 


from  the  Princeton  Tiger 
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BIG  SHOES  TO  FILL 

Last  January  when  Tommy  Mont  was  appointed 
head  football  coach,  some  skeptics  wondered  if  the 
tall,  dark-haired,  former  three  letterman’s  feet  would 
fill  the  brogans  left  under  that  desk  in  the  main  office 
of  the  Student  Activities  Building. 

His  predecessor  was  truly  a master  of  the  game 
despite  the  claims  by  some  that  he  was  “a  parasitic 
monster  of  professionalism.”  In  August,  1956,  Tatum 
was  named  the  coach  with  the  best  ten-year  record 
in  football  by  the  National  Collegiate  Athletic  Asso- 
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Photo  by  Vic  Holm 


Following  a great  like  Tatum  is 
no  cinch,  but  Tommy  Mont  has 
been  in  tough  spots  before 

by 


Joe 


ciation,  and  his  ten  victories  last  year 
didn’t  do  that  record  any  harm. 

None  of  these  things  make  it  any 
easier  for  Mont,  the  student,  to  take 
over  the  job  of  Tatum,  his  teacher. 
Still,  no  conclusion  can  be  drawn  so 
early  in  the  season  from  the  34-year- 
old  coach’s  performance.  Tommy  feels 
there  is  a big  strain  on  him,  and  it’s 
not  only  because  he’s  following  Ta- 
tum’s footsteps  either.  “If  you  worked 
for  a big  company  there  would  only 
be  a few  people  looking  over  your 
shoulder.  But  coaching  a team  that  is 
one  of  the  country’s  best,  means  that 
millions  are  watching  your  every  move 
—ready  to  pounce  with  criticism.” 

Although  he  received  offers  from 
Clemson  and  V.P.I.  while  in  high 
school,  Tommy  was  persuaded  to 
come  to  Maryland  in  1941,  where  he 
got  in  two  years  of  athletics  before 
being  called  into  the  infantry.  He 
served  42  months,  18  of  them  in  the 
European  Theater  where  he  earned  a 
battle  star.  “I  think  it  was  one  of  the 
finest  experiences  of  my  life,  but  I 
never  want  to  go  through  it  again,” 
Mont  said  with  a grin.  Tommy,  a cap- 
tain, was  assigned  to  help  clear  the 
mine  fields  in  southern  France.  He  re- 
called that  two  or  three  men  a day 
would  be  killed  during  the  operation. 

“I  never  will  forget  the  time  I rode 
in  a boxcar  soon  after  some  cattle  had 
been  unloaded.  They  had  forty  of  us 
stuffed  in  there  and  it  was  so  crowded 
that  if  we  wanted  to  sit  down,  all  forty 


Crown 


of  us  had  to  sit  together.”  Tom  also 
mentioned  the  time  when,  after  the 
war,  he  and  some  buddies  were  walk- 
ing in  the  Russian  sector  of  Germany. 
They  were  repeatedly  stopped  and 
asked  for  the  time  by  Mongolians  with 
long  thin  mustaches.  “I  thought  sure 
we  were  going  to  get  our  throats  cut 
before  we  got  out  of  there,”  he  added. 

After  his  discharge  he  returned  to 
campus  where  he  got  a bachelors  de- 
gree in  education  while  winning  letters 
in  football,  basketball  and  lacrosse. 
Upon  graduation  he  was  drafted  by 
the  Washington  Redskins  and  played 
with  them  for  four  seasons.  In  the  off 
season,  Tommy  returned  to  Maryland 
as  a ROTC  instructor.  While  here  he 
set  up  the  off-campus  library  service 
for  the  College  of  Special  and  Continu- 
ation Studies  and  managed  the  book- 
store. In  1951  he  joined  the  coaching 
staff  as  backfield  mentor. 

The  Monts  — Tommy,  Mrs.  Mont, 
Stephen,  Jeffrey  and  Danny  live  at 
4522  Albian  Road  in  College  Park.  “I 
like  to  stay  home  with  the  wife  and 
kids  at  night,  but  get  little  chance  to 
do  so  because  I have  to  travel  the 
banquet  circuit  most  of  the  time.” 

Tommy  takes  his  wife  to  the  ban- 
quets whenever  he  can;  or,  for  father- 
son  affairs,  he  takes  his  three  sons. 
“I’ve  got  one  complaint  about  ban- 
quets at  night.  I have  a good  time 
when  I get  there,  but  I don’t  like  driv- 
ing home  at  night.” 

(Continued  on  page  14) 
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'Tm  a stage  door  Johnny  - l‘ve 
never  been  to  a football  game 
with  my  husband’’ 

by 


Dinah  Brown 


“Like  the  shoemaker’s  children  who 
never  had  any  shoes— I’m  the  coach’s 
wife  who  doesn’t  know  anything  about 
football.  Dainty,  blonde  Mrs.  Tommy 
Mont  laughed  and  continued,  “My 
husband  brings  home  movies  of  all  the 
games  and  Tells  me  to  watch  the  ball, 
but  somehow  I always  lose  sight  of  it 
in  the  middle  of  a play.  I’m  a stage 
door  Johnny— I’ve  never  been  to  a foot- 
ball game  with  my  husband.  I always 
wait  outside  the  dressing  room  door 
for  him.” 

Mrs.  Mont  has  been  waiting  for  her 
husband  since  the  1940’s  when  she 


first  met  him  here  at  Maryland.  “We 
were  sitting  in  the  library  studying, 
and  he  was  making  a lot  of  noise  ratt- 
ling papers  so  I asked  him  to  be 
quiet.”  They  were  married  the  next 
year  and  moved  into  a small  apart- 
ment in  College  Park. 

Recalling  Maryland  school  days.  “I 
decided  I’d  like  to  be  athletic  so  I 
joined  the  girls’  hockey  team.  In  my 
first  game  I was  knocked  half  uncon- 
scious by  the  ball  and  woke  up  in  the 
infirmary  . . . after  that  I never  wanted 
to  see  any  form  of  active  sport  again.” 
A sociology  major,  she  also  belonged 


Stephen,  Jeff  and  Danny 


Mrs.  Mont 


to  the  girls’  marching  group  which  the 
University  sponsored  in  1940.  “I  was 
certainly  surprised  to  see  my  picture 
in  the  Centennial  issue  of  the  Dia- 
mondback  . . . marching  along  with 
the  group  in  the  coliseum.  I noticed 
everyone  was  out  of  step  but  me.  That 
was  the  time  the  boys  in  the  Coliseum 
hooted  so  loudly  that  we  couldn’t  hear 
our  orders.  The  girls  went  all  over  the 
place— and  that  ended  our  marching 
group.” 

The  red  brick  bungalow  where  the 
Mont  family  now  lives  in  College  Park 
houses  not  only  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mont, 
but  Stephen  (8),  Jeff  (6),  Danny  (5), 
and  Chip  (the  dog).  “The  boys  are 
Maryland  alumni  already— they  were 
all  graduated  from  the  University 
nursery  school.  Danny  was  the  first 
child  to  be  christened  in  the  Maryland 
Chapel— but  he  almost  didn’t  make  it. 
I waited  and  waited  for  the  building 
to  be  completed  and  as  soon  as  it  was 
ready,  raced  up  to  have  the  baby 
christened.  Now  Danny  has  a flagpole 
mania.  He  gets  up  early  every  morn- 
ing and  runs  outside  to  blow  his  bugle 
and  raise  the  flag.  The  neighbors  love 
him.” 

Come  summertime  the  coach  does- 
n’t give  up  football  but  takes  the 
whole  family  to  Mexico  where  he 
coaches  at  Mexico  Politecnico.  “The 
children  set  friendly  relations  back  ten 
years  when  we  go-by  going  swimming 
in  the  floating  gardens  at  Xochimilco, 
for  instance.  But  I love  it  . . . and 
speak  Spanish  ‘pequito’.” 

At  home:  “We  enjoy  riding  bikes— 
all  five  of  us.  It’s  better  than  the  days 
when  Tommy  and  I used  to  walk  to 
Hyattsville  to  the  movies  and  back  to 
school  again.” 

About  Dr.  Elkins:  “I  think  Dr. 
Elkins  is  a wise  man— but  the  wisest 
decision  he  ever  made  was  selecting 
my  husband,”  said  Mrs.  Tommy  Mont. 
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MONT 

(Continued  from  page  12) 

For  the  past  three  years  Tommy  and 
his  wife  have  been  going  to  Mexico 
City  for  their  vacations.  It  was  through 
his  connection  as  advisory  coach  at 
National  Polytechnic  Institute  that  the 
Terp  freshmen  played  in  Mexico  Citv 
last  fall. 

“I  like  to  keep  up  with  my  players. 
If  they  have  any  problems  they  can 
come  and  tell  me.  I feel  a personal 
responsibility  for  each  of  my  boys,” 
Mont  said.  Perhaps  this  is  the  reason 
about  90%  of  the  football  players  that 
enter  Maryland  graduate. 

Early  in  September  Mont  went  on  a 
gruelling  thirteen  hour  a day  schedule. 
Rising  at  6:00  A.  M.  he  eats  and  is  on 
the  field  for  practice  by  6:45  A.  M. 
Mont  gets  home  about  7:15  P.  M. 

When  school  started  and  the  team 
went  on  a one  practice  a day  schedule, 
Tommy  worked  from  7:30  A.  M.  ’til 
6:30  P.  M.  Two  night  meetings  with 
the  team  and  a 6:30  P.  M.  session  on 
Sunday  also  were  part  of  the  agenda. 

“Some  people  formed  the  wrong  im- 
pression about  this  year’s  team  when 
they  heard  I was  going  to  be  coach. 
They  were  expecting  me  to  turn  the 
Terps  into  an  aerial  circus  because  I 
was  a quarterback,”  Tom  said,  smiling. 

He  believes  that  as  the  game  is 
played  today,  passing  must  be  inte- 
grated into  a well-functioning  running 
attack.  As  one  talks  with  Tommy  he 
cannot  help  but  be  infected  with  some 
of  the  coach’s  great  love  for  the  game. 
It  was  this  love  that  brought  him  into 
athletics  and  keeps  him  climbing  up 
the  ladder  of  success. 


Stephen,  Jeffrey 
and  Danny 
stand  Retreat 
before  bedtime 
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Photos  by  Jim  King 


An  expectant  hush  descends  upon  my  friends  when  the 
conversation  turns  to  traveling  as  I,  throwing  another  log 
on  the  fire,  jump  from  out  of  the  glowing  embers,  sink  into 
the  soft  luxury  of  my  comfortable  ottoman  whereupon 
Expectant  Hush,  my  pet  bear,  climbs  contentedly  into  my 
lap,  and  I,  rubbing  her  gleaming  wisdom  tooth,  begin  mij 
story. 

Prior  to  my  first  experience  of  becoming  the  perennial 
non-paying  guest,  my  life  was  so  narrow  that  “Beyond  the 
Blue  Horizon”  was  not  even  a figment  of  my  imagination. 
Since  then  Figment  has  gone  on  to  better  places  notably  to 
California  where  she  is  writing  smashing  dialogues  for 
Cinerama  and  I,  being  bent  on  completing  my  college  edu- 
cation, have  remained  in  College  Park.  Anyway,  of  all  the 
journeys  (including  last  summer’s  voyage  down  the  Missis- 
sippi in  a beer  keg  bought  from  the  old  Christian  Heinrich 
brewery)  my  favorite  trip  was  my  first  visit  to  Chapel  Hill, 
a quaint  and  picturesque  hamlet  located  south  of  Richmond. 

On  a sunny  October  day  several  years  ago,  I and  a small 
group  of  Wanderlust  left  College  Park  to  see  the  Terps 
scrimmage  the  Tarheels  at  Chapel  Hill.  With  the  Red  and 
White  band  tooting  and  the  crowds  cheering,  the  sixty  of 
us  climbed  into  our  gayly  decorated  ox-carts,  snapped  our 
leather  whips,  and  rumbled  south  on  US  1.  Taking  the 
scenic  route  through  Washington’s  Seventh  Street,  our 
caravan  crossed  the  Potomac  and  entered  Virginia  where 
the  indigenous  inhabitants  of  that  state  waved  and  greeted 
us  as  we  rolled  off  the  beaten  track. 

Against  the  vibrant  hues  of  autumn’s  finery,  we  saw  the 
smoke  curling  from  the  distant  chimneys  of  colonial  planta- 
tions and,  from  time  to  time,  we  could  hear  the  “Talley 
Ho’s”  of  the  huntsmen.  Occasionally,  when  we  could  see 
beyond  the  Burma  Shave  signs,  our  eyes  fell  upon  the 
gentry  partaking  in  the  traditional  fox  hunt  while  the  serfs 
frollicked  in  the  fertile  fields. 

We  could  see  that  Richmond  was  still  burning  as  we 
entered  its  environs.  At  a bend  in  the  road  (near  Flanders) 
we  stopped  at  Inde  Jaagerslust,  a quiet  cafe  for  weary 
travelers.  The  oxen  were  quickly  quartered  in  the  rear 
stables  and,  after  being  greeted  by  Zalito,  the  happy  pro- 
prietor, we  were  invited  to  join  the  festivities. 

The  cafe  was  somewhat  crowded  with  refugees  from 
Richmond.  And,  according  to  Louie,  the  old  family  retainer, 
more  guests  were  expected  what  with  the  Indians  attacking 
Yorktown.  “Cerveza,  mas!  mas!”  chortled  Zalito  and  we  all 
sat  down  for  a fine  southern  dinner  as  the  artillery  boomed 
in  the  distance. 

Meanwhile,  back  in  the  kitchen,  Duncan  Hines  was 
tasting  an  olive  wrapped  in  pork  rind  . . . 

Our  host,  Zalito,  told  us  that  the  roads  through  Richmond 
were  blocked  by  the  Hessian  insurrectionists  and,  if  we 
were  to  reach  Chapel  Hill  before  the  Chesterfield  factory 
closed,  our  best  bet  was  to  detour  to  the  southeast  and 
wade  through  the  Dismal  Swamp  Zalito’s  advice  momen- 
tarily frightened  several  members  of  the  group,  but  a psych 
major  began  singing  “Cloe”  and,  in  a matter  of  minutes, 
we  rolled  out  of  the  cafe,  spirits  high,  and  ready  for  the 
plunge. 

Although  it  was  dusk  when  we  entered  the  Dismal 
Swamp,  a few  of  us  still  had  enough  time  to  search  among 
the  flora  and  fauna  for  Botany  I specimens.  Louie,  the  old 
family  retainer,  noticing  a clump  of  Svmplocarous  foetidus, 
reached  for  a root  and  pulled  up  Dr.  Rappleye  who,  we 


and 

AWAY 

we 

GO!! 


later  found  out,  had  taken  a leave  of  absence  in  order  to 
find  a cure  for  the  Eastern  Shore  tomato  plight.  The  Doctor, 
clutching  his  mysterious  herbs  and  making  witty  remarks 
about  his  slide  projectionist,  climbed  aboard  the  last  ox  cart 
and  we  proceeded  through  the  swamp  without  further 
mishap. 

Crossing  the  Virgina-North  Carolina  border  at  midnight, 
we  intermittently  stopped  at  several  Carolina  taverns  that 
glowed  in  the  filtering  moonshine.  One  tavern,  the  Red 
Foley  Cabaret,  had  been  notified  of  our  pending  arrival  by 
decoding  the  Choctaw  Indian  smoke  signals,  a tribe  we 
had  inadvertently  massacred  while  fording  the  Roanoke 
River.  Our  arrival  at  the  cabaret  coincided  with  the  end 
of  the  local  corn  mashing  festival  which  had  been  in  con- 
tinuous celebration  for  35  years.  It  was  a curious  sight  to 
see  the  local  peasants  stamping  barefoot  on  kernels  of  corn 
while  the  little  children,  colorfully  dressed  in  gingham 
frocks  and  Davy  Crockett  caps,  played  Russian  roulette  on 
the  court  house  steps.  Unfortunately,  we  could  spend  only 
10  minutes  in  the  cafe  and,  after  signing  the  cabaret’s  guest 
book  in  Yankee  blood,  we  left  the  quiet  village  and  rumbled 
towards  Durham.  Incidentally,  we  obtained  five  kegs  of 
home  brew  in  exchange  for  three  strands  of  simulated 
pearls  and  Dr.  Rappleye. 

Our  final  stop  before  entering  Chapel  Hill  was  the  citv 
of  Durham  where  we  immediately  headed  for  the  Chester- 
field factory  to  see  the  fabulous  Accruray.  We  were  in- 
spired! After  leaving  the  factory,  we  hired  20  gondolas  and 
paddled  15  miles  up  the  Xochimilco  Canal  towards  Chapel 
Hill.  An  hour  later  we  entered  the  Tar  Heel  Stadium  wav- 
ing our  Confederate  flags  and  singing  “Maryland  My  Man  - 
land”  while  the  crowds  roared,  the  bands  played,  and  a 
Life  photographer  snapped  our  picture. 

Meanwhile,  back  in  the  locker  room.  Big  Jim  cried  and 
cried  and  cried  . . . 
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Reducing  Wasn’t  Fun 


by  CLARE  WOOTTEN 


Dark  colors,  vertical  stripes  and  big 
accessories  will  make  the  most  rotund 
of  lasses  appear  petite  and  beguiling 
according  to  the  fashion  magazines.  I 
was  the  only  bridesmaid  in  my  sister’s 
all  white  wedding  wearing  black  and 
purple  stripes  and  carrying  a rose  bush 
for  a nosegay. 

I have  been  fighting  the  notorious 
middle-age  spread  since  early  teens 
and  was,  in  grammar  school,  the  only 
possessor  of  a secretarial  seat  who 
couldn’t  write.  My  malady,  while  not 
contagious,  touches  all  with  whom  I 
come  in  contact.  1 gravely  disappointed 
my  naval  captain  uncle,  when  he 
launched  me  socially  for  two  succes- 
sive seasons.  Each  time  I sank— two 
feet  off-shore— and  according  to  him 
excess  baggage. 

One  time  my  brother,  who  is  a foot- 
ball coach,  was  spurring  his  junior 
high  eleven  on  to  greater  heights.  He 
jeered  their  meager  efforts,  “My  little 
sister  could  do  better  than  that.” 

One  unfortunate  afternoon  I stopped 
by  to  watch  a scrimmage.  Dead  silence 
stunned  the  action  and  an  adolescent 
voice  crackled  across  the  field,  “She 
ought  to  be  able  to  do  better  than  us, 
she’s  twice  as  big  as  we  are. 

At  14,  I was  the  envy  of  all  the  pig 


growers  in  the  country.  When  ap- 
proached on  all  sides  for  my  rapid- 
gain  formula,  I began  to  be  very  sensi- 
tive. But  like  beauty  contestant  girl 
friends  beseiged  with  Hollywood 
offers,  I too  was  chased  by  theatrical 
agents— with  offers  from  the  various 
touring  sideshows. 

It  would  be  consoling  to  look  back 
and  say  like  most  fat  people  that  I had 
a jolly  disposition,  but  I was  down- 
right obnoxious  and  had  a hell  of  a 
temper.  It  would  be  a solace  to  recall 
the  gay,  if  deforming,  family  dinners 
where  I picked  up  my  pounds,  but  the 
family  hated  each  other  and  we  ate  in 
shifts.  Too  fat  to  work,  I had  the  long- 
est shift:  midnight  to  dawn. 

Most  of  my  chubbier  companions 
recall  with  rapture  their  mother’s  pas- 
tries, mashed  potatoes,  fried  chicken, 
etc.  Not  me.  Ma  hated  to  cook  and  all 
we  ever  ate  was  stewed  fatback  and 
chitlains  in  casserole.  I can  still  taste 
her  greasy  hominy  grits. 

At  the  start,  when  I started  to  gain 
weight,  I also  started  a diet,  which 
contrary  to  results  was  to  start  me 
losing  weight.  Over  the  years,  I lost 
300  pounds.  The  same  10  pounds  30 
times. 

Once  I tried  the  kill-your-appetite- 


with-drugs  method.  The  most  potent 
of  these  drugs  is  dexadrene.  Besides 
killing  your  taste  for  food,  it  peps  you 
up.  A wonderful  result  if  you  can 
afford  another  drug  to  pep  you  down. 

Unlike  Harry  Truman,  I have  never 
bounded  out  of  bed  at  7 A.  M.  for  a 
brisk  walk.  If  my  Chinese  gong  alarm 
clock  succeeds  in  waking  me,  I usually 
waddle  around  in  a state  loosely  classi- 
fied as  living  until  noon.  Dexadrene 
cured  this  inert  attitude.  I used  to  take 
a tablet  in  the  middle  of  my  nine 
o’clock  class.  I would  crawl  out  of  the 
room  and  inch  my  way  to  the  water 
fountain. 

Within  two  minutes,  I would  bound 
back  to  my  seat,  the  picture  of  raw 
atomic  energy.  I did  fine  on  this 
method  of  reducing  until  my  instruc- 
tor turned  me  in  as  a heroin  mainliner. 

Thanks  to  the  kind,  understanding 
attitude  of  the  authorities  and  the 
“guilty  until  proved  innocent”  outlook, 
I decided  to  try  will  power  after  I was 
released  from  Lexington. 

I began  the  hardboiled  egg  menu  at 
this  time.  The  diet  had  remarkable 
dehydration  qualities.  I was  losing 
weight  like  mad  until  a family  confer- 
ence voted  unanimously  that  I could 
not  set  up  permanent  residence  in  the 


. , . wearing  black  and  purple  stripes,  end 
carrying  a.  rose,  busti  for  a-neacqay. 


X gravely  diaaippoirifed  ny  naval  capiam  unde, 
Yvber,  Kfe  launched  ne.  SouiaJl/ Two  Suc.cc3£&w,a 
seasons.  E sanfc. . . 1 
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bathroom.  The  Gaylord  Hauser  phase 
of  my  career  only  served  to  give  me  a 
definite  aversion  to  watercress  and 
wheatgerm. 

Since  I was  always  the  loser  in  this 
personal  battle  of  the  bulge,  I had  to 
reverse  the  old  adage  and  concentrate 
on  quantity  rather  than  quality,  when 
it  came  to  clothes.  I remember  fondlv 


my  most  inexpensive,  but  most  servic- 
able  outfit— a canvas  plavsuit  contrived 
from  an  old  porch  awning. 

Old  fashion  exercise  finally  led  me 
indirectly  to  true  happiness.  From 
exercise,  I took  up  yoga,  which  even- 
tually led  me  to  the  mind-over-matter 
stage.  I am  now  thinking  myself  thin. 
I stand  in  front  of  mv  mirror  and  recite 


over  and  over,  “I  am  thin,  I am  thin, 
I am  thin,  I am  thin.” 

It’s  working  too.  My  brother  doesn’t 
ask  me  about  football  practice  anv- 
more.  He  joins  me  at  the  mirror.  As  I 
tell  myself  over  and  over  “I  am  thin,” 
he  mutters  over  and  over,  “you  are 
blind,  you  are  blind,  you  are  blind, 
you  are  blind.” 
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TO 

ORDER  YOUR  1957 
CLASS  RINGS 

FOR  CHRISTMAS  DELIVERY 
FROM 

STUDENT 
SUPPLY  STORE 

(IN  THE  STUDENT  UNION) 

FAVORS,  GIFTS,  RECORDS 
SPORTSWEAR,  STATIONERY 


t- 

e 

(* 

t- 

«* 

t* 

«• 

i- 

i- 

t- 

e 

t- 

(• 

t- 

t- 

«- 

«- 

i* 

f- 

t* 


TfTtTTTTTTTTTfTffTTtTTtttTTtTTTTTTTTTT1J' 


17 


HUH 


A,W/,/YA<J  IK 


•7 


Old  Line 
ffirl  of  the  Month 


Margo  Lucey 
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That 


Crazy 

y 

Disc 


by 

GINNY 

CRONIN 


The  radio  was  blaring  in  the  other- 
wise silent  room.  Two  shapes  were 
sprawled  on  their  beds  studying.  A 
sigh  escaped  from  one’s  lips,  “Hod  dig, 
my  favorite  song.”  His  book  dropped 
to  the  floor,  and  he  lay  motionless, 
absorbing  the  music. 

The  beat  of  the  rhythm  vibrated 
through  his  body  and,  in  answer,  he 
began  to  snap  his  fingers.  The  melody 
swelled  up  inside  him  and  his  whole 
body  responded  in  mad  joy.  His  feet 
tapped  the  best  post.  His  head  beat 
against  the  pillow,  and  his  arms  flap- 
ped wildly  about. 

Unable  to  contain  himself  longer  he 
threw  himself  from  the  bed  and  raced 
around  the  room  in  mad  ecstasy.  The 
melody  rose  and  fell,  and  his  insane 
dance  grew  wilder  and  wilder.  A lamp 
was  knocked  from  the  desk.  Books 
and  papers  flew  around  the  room.  A 
mirror  was  broken. 

He  beat  himself  against  the  wall 
with  hysterical  passion.  His  eyes  were 
dilated  and  bloodshot.  Saliva  dripped 
from  his  lips. 

The  melody  rose  in  a final  cresendo. 
His  body  swelled  in  exotic  ecstasy, 
then  fell  to  the  floor.  Perspiration 
oozed  from  his  every  pore,  and  a deep 
satisfaction  descended  upon  him. 

Smiling  sweetly  he  turned  to  the 
roommate  who  was  peering  at  him 
from  under  the  bed,  and  said,  “I  just 
love  that  Kate  Smith.” 


If  is  book  dropped 
to  the  floor,  and  he  lay 
motionless,  absorbing 
the  music  " 
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The  Followup,  A short,  short,  story 


He  looked  at  the  paper  for  the  third  time  and  the  white 
glare  came  up  and  hit  him  hard.  He  needed  money, 
but  more  than  that  he  needed  time. 

Three  years  ago  time  was  on  his  side.  The  novel,  his  first 
had  what  the  critics  condescendingly  termed  “popular 
appeal.”  The  money  started  pouring  in  and  Kevin  J. 
Douglas  started  pouring  Bourbon  for  his  friends. 

Now  friendship  at  best  is  a very  dubious  asset.  You  have 
a friend  so  long  as  you  don’t  steal  his  girl,  his  money  or  his 
self-respect.  Doug  never  did  any  of  these  things,  but  soon 
he  ran  out  of  money  himself— and  then  he  ran  out  of 
friends!!! 

“Why  can’t  you  keep  people  on  your  side”  his  publisher 
asked.  “You  shouldn’t  have  to  buy  them— and  this  introvert 
tendency  of  yours  hurts  your  writing.  Your  characters  aren’t 
deep  enough— no  introspection— Doug,  no  introspection.” 
Doug  never  had  any  of  this  introspective  trouble  with 
women— he  had  known  many— and  they  never  wanted  to 
leave  him.  Doug  was  a man  with  a talent— and  there  always 
is  an  interesting  excitement  about  a talented  man. 

Blondes,  brunettes,  redheads— for  a while  he  kept  a whole 
stable  of  them— and  there  was  only  one  stud— but  now  like 
the  Bourbon  and  the  friends— they  had  left  him. 

How  easy  it  seemed  the  first  time.  You  sit  down  at  the 
typewriter  'and  the  words  almost  fly  from  your  fingers.  You 
think  of  your  mother  and  the  tender  way  she  stroked  your 
hair. 

Then  you  sit  back  and  puff  on  a cigarette  and  wait  for 
the  rest  to  come  to  you.  That  extra  reserve  has  to  be  there— 
and  you  had  it.  Just  like  a runner  in  the  stretch,  a criminal 
lawyer  during  his  summation,  you  could  give  the  story  the 
guts  it  needed,  the  sex  the  publisher  wanted— and  the 
compassion  the  public  paid  for. 

The  Women’s  clubs,  Literary  teas,  and  panel  shows 
follow  and  time  is  still  on  your  side.  You’re  successful  now- 
and they’ll  wait  before  they  make  you  prove  it  again. 
Money  spends  better  when  you’re  on  top.  It  slips  out  from 
that  pure  grain  leather  billfold  with  narv  a sound— vou 
hardly  even  miss  it. 

Later  on  you  read  the  reviews  on  your  books  once  again. 
Yeah  Doug,  you  really  had  it— you  mean  have  it!!!  You’ll 
write  again— when  you  get  time!!! 

The  nights  seem  long  and  the  days  empty.  The  TV 
panels  don’t  ask  you  any  more,  and  the  publisher  isn’t  good 
for  another  “advance.”  Time  is  running  out. 

Jean  leaves  your  bed  and  you  think  of  mother,  but  she 
died  three  years  ago— no  comfort— no  time. 

The  paper  is  still  white— and  as  you  wring  your  hands  in 
desperation— you  know  you  haven’t  got  it  any  more  Doug- 
time  has  run  out!!! 

The  night  is  dark  and  lonely  and  mother  and  the  girls 
are  gone.  There  isn’t  any  Bourbon  left— there  isn’t  any  talent 
left  either. 

Suddenly  you’re  news  again  Doug— the  next  day  in  fact!!! 
The  Washington  Post  thinks  you’re  worth  the  second  lead 
on  the  front  page. 


“Kevin  J.  Douglas,  promising  young  writer,  was  found 
dead  in  his  apartment  last  night  . . . The  35  year  old  New 
Englander  had  just  begun  work  on  a new  novel  when  time 
ran  out!!!” 

THBOUGH  A DREAMER’S  EYES 

by  HALPH  CROSBY 

A swirling  mass  of  nothing. 

A rising  pillar  of  greyish  white. 

Yet  transparent. 

Like  a dancer’s  veils, 
one 

column, 
then  two. 

A steady  stream. 

Then 

a 

misshapen 
Mass  of  nothing. 

Like  a small  country  stream,  at  first 
moving  over  a sandy  bottom 
and  then  reaching  a 
Rocky  interference. 

Changing  it 
T o fast 
Moving 
Rapids. 

Forming  circles,  ovals,  and  curved  lines 
As  perfect  as  those  from  an  artist’s  pen. 

Thrown  akilter  by  the  slightest 
Movement. 

But  I must  stop;  the  cigarette  is  out. 

A STREETLAMP 

by  RALPH  CROSBY 

A suspended  globule  of  artificial  sunshine, 

A drawer  of  a multitude  of  tiny  beasts, 

A Roman  torch  of  the  twentieth  century 
For  the  armies  of  nightwalkers. 

Like  a tiny  star  framed  against  the 
vast  blackness  of  the  sunless  hours, 
glowing  by  the  hand  of  man  who  copies 
who  or  whatever  placed  the  stars  in  the 
heavens. 

It  reminds  me  somewhat  of  a gallows,  with  a 
bodyless  man  still  hanging  in  the  noose. 

Only  the  light  of  day  shall  cut  him  loose. 

During  the  day  it  will  be  transformed 
into  a7i  unneeded  mass  of  metal  arid  glass, 
fit  077ly  for  the  support  of  shoulders 
and  the  urine  of  dogs. 

A Dr.  Jeckel  and  Mr.  Hyde  m reverse. 

© - October  1956 
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Motion  Spelled  with  a T Formation 

by  BERT  SUGAR 


To  the  concomitance  of  an  extremely  clamorous  and 
over-populated  stadium,  the  lithe  quarterback,  as 
diminutive  in  the  midst  of  the  team  in  the  huddle  as  a small 
pine  amongst  a forest  of  California  redwood,  reiterated  the 
well-learned  play  to  his  squad. 

He  then  led  the  team  up  to  the  line  of  combat  to  take 
their  places  in  the  well-defined  zone  de  guerre  across  from 
their  sturdy  opponents. 

The  crowd  became  muted,  as  the  quarterback  called  for 
silence,  the  silence  which  was  necessary  for  the  remainder 
of  the  squad  to  hear  and  understand  the  triggering  signal 
for  the  commencement  of  play. 

The  crouching  leader  withdrew  the  football  from  be- 
neath the  center’s  legs  and  deftly  whirled  around  in  a semi- 
arch, executed  the  fake  of  the  spheroid  to  two  teammates, 
and  finally  transferred  it  into  the  hands  of  the  remaining 
member  of  the  baekfield  with  a mysterious  adroitness. 

The  lumbering  giant,  who  was  now  in  possession  of  the 
precious  pigskin,  ambled  past  the  scrimmage  line  where 
the  play  had  started,  stiff-armed  an  ambitious  opponent 
who  attempted  to  fell  him,  and  maintained  his  easy  pace 
in  quest  of  the  goal  line. 

Two  additional  aspirants  to  the  job  of  bringing  the  ball- 


carrier to  the  sod  approached,  and  both  were  run  over  with 
the  precision  and  finalty  of  a runaway  Mack  truck.  There 
was  but  one  opposing  player  who  remained  between  the 
goal  and  the  keeper  of  the  golden  ball.  Undaunted,  the 
conveyor  of  his  team’s  hopes  and  wishes  for  a successful 
victory  party  sped  directly  at  the  entrenched  tackier,  veer- 
ing not  one  iota  from  his  course,  as  if  the  entire  route  had 
been  chartered  for  him  by  the  finest  of  contemporary  land 
surveyors. 

The  fixed  object,  personified  by  the  defensive  player 
with  the  number  twenty-seven  on  his  back,  awaited  the 
guided  projectile  with  arms  outstretched  and  feet  firmly 
planted.  The  impact  of  shoulder  pad  against  hip  pad,  of 
helmets  cracking  into  one  another  and  the  ground,  and  of 
one-quarter  of  a ton  of  flesh  colliding  with  a resounding 
thud,  detonated  the  stands  into  one  giant  roar. 

The  two  players  fell  to  the  ground,  as  a meteorite  de- 
scends from  the  stratosphere,  and  rolled  over  and  over 
again,  moved  by  the  momentum  of  the  charging  ball  carrier. 
The  players  quickly  congregated  into  another  huddle,  be- 
hind the  point  where  the  football  lay,  in  order  to  be  given 
additional  instructions  for  the  next  play  by  the  lithe 
quarterback. 


HOW  COME  THIS  KIND  OF  JOKER  ALWAYS  GETS  / BUT  THIS  SILENT  THINKER 
THE  THIN-WALLED  ROOM  ON  THE  TOP  FLOOR  SO/  SPECIES  GETS -THE  ROOM 
THE  GUYS  NEXT  DOOR  &.  THE  ONES  BELOW/ WITH  THE  MODERN  ACOUSTICS 
HAVETOHEARTHE  CLANKING- WEIGHTS  / ONTHE  GROUND  FLOOR?..HIS 

AND  THE  AWFUL  (JROAKS/  NEAREST  NEIGHBOR  I?  TEN 

BOORS  TOWN  THE  HALL/ 
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( ulturally  Speaking 

with  Arlys  Reitz 


Culture— what  is  it? 

In  this  colmun,  the  term  “culture” 
includes  all  things  of  taste  which  are 
appreciated  intellectually  and  aestheti- 
cally, i.e.  music,  from  jazz  to  concert; 
art,  from  sculpture  to  photography; 
drama,  from  Greek  tragedy  to  the 
movies;  lectures,  from  departmental 
seminars  to  lectures  by  world-famous 
authors,  statesmen,  and  entertainers; 
literature,  from  present  best-sellers  to 
the  University’s  Special  Honors  in 
Literature  program. 

MUSIC 

Just  a peek  at  the  agenda  for  the 
National  Symphony  . . . Jose  Iturbi, 
October  16,  then  Yehudi  Menhuin  and 
Arthur  Rubenstein  are  featured  in  the 
long-anticipated  Beethoven  Festival. 
Conductors  Howard  Mitchell,  Charles 


Munch,  and  Eugene  Ormandy  will 
make  this  symphony  season  a solid 
pleasure  for  all  music  lovers.  One 
unusual  attraction  in  the  Symphony 
series  is  the  Royal  Danish  Ballet,  Octo- 
ber 23  and  24,  which  is  noted  for  its 
authentic  eighteenth  and  nineteenth 
century  choreography. 

Music  notes  . . . Columbia  Univer- 
sity’s music  department  now  offers  a 
course  in  jazz  appreciation  . . . Broad- 
cast Music,  Inc.  released  some  interest- 
ing figures,  among  them  the  fact  that 
Americans  spent  more  money  at  the 
box  office  for  concerts  in  1955  than 
they  did  for  baseball  games! 

ART 

In  case  you’re  wondering  where  the 
art  department  of  the  old  campus 
dwells,  wander  up  to  the  third  floor  of 


A&S  sometime.  There,  hidden  in  the 
garret,  reside  the  paintings  and  sculp- 
tures of  many  excellent  students. 

LITERATURE 

All  sophomores  and  juniors  inter- 
ested in  graduating  with  a liberal  edu- 
cation, in  addition  to  preparing  for  a 
career,  should  look  into  the  Special 
Honors  in  Literature  program  offered 
here.  The  plan  includes  the  books  on 
everyone’s  list  of  books-to-read.  If  your 
list  grows  longer  each  year,  and  yet 
you  never  find  time  to  read  any,  an 
organized  program  of  reading  such  as 
this  may  be  the  thing  for  you.  See  Dr. 
Mary  Andrews  (office  A127),  head  of 
the  program,  for  more  information. 

* * * 

RAPPLEYE 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

great  lengths  and  today  is  the  proud 
possessor  of  a 5/2  foot  by  10  foot  file, 
filled  with  such  plants.  He  says  his 
wife’s  major  contribution  to  his  work  is 
“listening  to  me  gas  off.”  Many  of  his 
students  feel  that  if  this  is  true  they 
must  also  be  a great  help  to  him. 

Surprisingly  enough.  Dr.  Rappleye’s 
third  love,  (a  triangle  this,  Mrs.  Rap, 
and  Botany)  is  the  Fire  Department. 

He  claims  he  joined  for  two  reasons. 
Firstlv,  because  insurance  rates  are 
based  on  fire  protection,  and  “some- 
body has  to  do  it.”  Secondly,  it’s  a 
hobby  far  removed  from  Botany,  but 
fully  as  enjoyable  for  an  avocation. 

At  present,  Rap  admits  he  is  the 
lowest  man  on  the  Totem  Pole,  or 
rather  the  fire  pole,  at  the  department. 
But  when  you  hear  the  siren  sounding 
through  College  Park  and  you  see  him 
on  the  back  of  the  fire  engine  hanging 
on  for  dear  life,  you  know  that  he  is 
working  his  way  up  to  the  top  the 
hard  way. 

Many  students  may  shirk  at  the 
thought  of  taking  General  Botany,  but 
in  what  other  classroom  can  vou  find 
an  instructor  with  such  a variety  of 
plants  and  puns!!! 


Approved  by  Duncan  Hines 
Ford  Treasury  of  Famous 
Recipes  - AAA 


IRON  GATE  INN 

1734  N St.,  N.  W.  Washington,  D.  C. 

THE  OPEN  GATE  TO  CHARM 
AND  GOOD  FOOD 

Lunch  from  12  Noon  - 2:45  P.  M. 

Dinners  5 P.  M.  - 7:45  P.  M. 

OPEN  7 DAYS  A WEEK 

FILET  MIGNON  • BREAST  OF 
CHICKEN  BAKED  IN  CREAM 
Famous  Butterscotch  Rolls 
EXCELLENT  FOOD  AT  REASONABLE  PRICES 


MEtropolitan  8-5179 
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Suburban  Trust  Company 

A Strong,  Friendly  Bank 

Visit  our  bank  in  the  College  Park  Shopping  Center. 


Personal  loans  and  checking  accounts,  and  2 Vi%  paid 
on  savings.  Every  banking  and  trust  facility.  Night 
depository  for  Fraternities  and  Sororities.  15  different 
offices  in  Prince  Georges  and  Montgomery  Counties. 


HOURS: 


Monday  thru  Friday,  8:30  A.M.  to  2:00  P.M. 
Friday  Evenings,  6:00  P.M.  to  8:00  P.M. 
Saturdays  8:30  A.M.  to  12  Noon 


MEMBER  FEDERAL  DEPOSIT  INSURANCE  CORPORATION 
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by  Wayne  Kennedy 

Once  upon  a time  there  was  a college 
radio  station  called  WMUC.  For 
twelve  frantic  years  the  station  direc- 
tors, producers,  editors  and  managers 
attempted  to  produce  the  almost  per- 
fect programming  format.  That  is  as 
perfect  as  college  radio  programming 
can  be. 

This  being  their  lucky  thirteenth  an- 
niversary, authoritative  sources  behind 
the  turntables  believe  this  year  to  be 
their  best  yet  to  entertain  Joe  and  Jane 
College  as  he  and  she  should  be  enter- 
tained. 

Since  classes  began,  this  reporter 
has  been  keeping  one  ear  close  to  the 
ground  hoping  to  hear  at  least  faint 
rumbles  from  that  tubular  inner-sanc- 
tum known  as  the  Voice  of  College 
Park.  “This  is  your  Life  (blood), 
WMUC.” 

It  has  been  opined  in  past  seasons 
that  WMUC  has  little  lure  for  intellec- 
tuals and  drama  lovers.  But  this  year 
Tom  Willoughby,  program  director  for 
the  station,  has  initiated  a program 
which  he  believes  will  at  least  whet 
the  appetites  of  these  esoteric  groups. 

To  Wit:  It’s  all  about  a cat  by  the 
name  of  Romeo  and  his  frantic  chick- 
called  Juliet.  Of  course,  it’s  that  great- 
est of  all  love  stories,  Shakespeare’s 
Romeo  and  Juliet.  What  can  one  pref- 
ace concerning  this  famous  twosome? 
I can  add  nothing  to  the  many  volumes 
written  by  experts,  however,  I might 
comment  on  the  performance  of  the 
artists. 

Juliet,  portrayed  by  Claire  Bloom, 
might  well  be  remembered  for  her  per- 
formance as  the  leading  ladv  in 
Charlie  Chaplin’s  “Limelight.”  Alan 
Badel  plays  Romeo  in  this  recorded 
production  and  received  high  praises 
for  his  interpretations  of  Shakespearian 
characters  at  the  Stratford-on-Avon 
Festival.  The  recording  was  designed 
to  reproduce  the  actual  atmosphere 


WMUC  Gets  Busy 


and  sound  of  a theater.  Romeo  and 
Juliet  put  their  best  feet  forward  on 
Wednesday,  October  31  at  7:15  P.  M. 
on  WMUC. 

The  Greeks  have  invaded  and  taken 
possession  of  Studio  A at  WMUC.  It’s 
fact,  not  fiction.  Beginning  on  Tues- 
days at  8:00  P.  M.,  members  of  the 
various  fraternities  and  sororities  will 
discuss  campus  topics  ranging  from 
drinking  bans  and  bermuda  shorts  to 
the  inevitable  panty  raids.  This  pre- 
sentation will  not  be  of  interest  exclu- 
sively to  the  gregarious  Greeks,  since 
independents  will  be  anxious  to  hear 
the  ideas  put  forth  by  their  fellow 
students. 

Rather  than  provide  a resplendent 
sanctuary  for  fraternities,  WMUC  has 
branched  out  to  the  dining  hall,  where 
Greeks  and  independents  alike  will  be 
interviewed  between  their  Baked  Alas- 
kas  and  after  dinner  drinks. 

Produced  along  the  same  lines  as 
“The  Greeks  Speak,”  “Dinner  Views” 
will  feature  two  roving  WMUC  re- 
porters who  will  question  as  many 
students  as  possible  about  their  convic- 
tions on  current  campus  topics.  After 
being  tape-recorded  at  dinner  time  on 
Tuesdays  and  Thursdays,  the  inter- 
views will  be  aired  via  radio  at  6:15 
P.  M.  on  these  same  evenings.  Besides 
hearing  their  voices  on  radio,  (a  real 
ego  booster)  this  type  of  presentation 
should  provide  an  outlet  for  campus 
students  to  have  their  criticisms  and 
praises  of  the  University  heard  by  the 
people  directly  concerned. 

This  being  an  election  year,  it  seems 
quite  feasible  that  WMUC  officials 
should  try  to  satisfy  the  campus  poli- 
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ticos  by  presenting  a politicized  pro- 
gram vaguely  concerned  with  the 
forthcoming  election.  Along  with  keep- 
ing you  informed  of  political  maneu- 
vers by  newscasting,  campus  radio  has 
revived  the  defunct  television  innova- 
tion of  broadcasting  subcommittee 
hearings.  On  “Our  Constitutional 
Rights,”  presented  weekly  on  Wednes- 
day at  7:00  P.  M.,  students  will  hear 
prominent  Americans  tell  of  how  many 
of  their  academic  freedoms  have  been 
abridged,  and  how  they  would  remedy 
the  situation.  This  program  was  re- 
corded in  Washington  during  the  testi- 
monies given  before  the  Senate  Sub- 
Committee  on  Constitutional  Rights. 
This  presentation  should  be  interesting 
to  each  and  every  person  even  remotely 
concerned  about  their  rights  and 
privileges. 

That’s  about  all  the  sound  waves 
transmitted  from  WMUC  for  this 
month.  You,  the  listening  audience, 
must  decide  whether  WMUC’s  story 
will  end  sadly  or  on  a “lived  happily 
ever  after”  note. 
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TOUR  FUTURE - 

Research  and  Koppers? 


If  yours  is  the  inquiring  mind  . . . 
the  mind  that  never  rests  until  it  has 
an  answer  to  every  “why”  . . . then 
perhaps  research  is  your  future. 

There  are  many  types  of  research, 
but  whatever  your  choice  it  will  be 
a future  of  challenge. 

For  example,  more  than  a century 
ago  a synthetic  chemical,  styrene 
monomer,  was  discovered  by  some 
curious  research  chemists.  But  not 
until  1987  did  research  engineers 
find  a way  to  produce  it  commer- 
cially. It  has  been  made  in  large 
quantity  only  since  1944,  when  it  be- 
came the  principal  ingredient  of 
synthetic  rubber  for  tires,  hose,  belts 
and  other  products. 

Ordinary  men  would  have  stopped 
and  rested  at  this  point  . . . but  not 


research  men.  Thanks  to  their  re- 
search, styrene  monomer  has  become 
basic  in  today’s  improved  paints, 
plastics,  paper  and  a host  of  other 
products.  Its  volume  has  more  than 
doubled  in  the  past  ten  years.  And 
there  are  more  uses  to  come! 

In  addition  to  styrene  monomer, 
other  chemicals  and  plastics,  Kop- 
pers is  a leading  producer  of  tar 
products,  metal  products,  pressure- 
treated  wood.  It  designs  and  builds 
coke,  steel  and  chemical  plants. 

If  you  would  like  to  know  more 
about  a future  in  chemistry  or  engi- 
neering at  Koppers,  contact  your 
College  Placement  Director,  or  write 
Industrial  Relations  Manager,  Kop- 
pers Company,  Inc.,  Koppers  Build- 
ing, Pittsburgh  19,  Pennsylvania. 


Consider  a Career  with  Koppers 


KOPPERS 

CHEMICALS  & ENGINEERING 


SEND  FOR  Free  24-page  brochure  entitled 
"Your  Career  at  Koppers."  Just  address  your 
letter  to  Industrial  Relations  Manager,  Kop- 
pers Company,  Inc.,  Koppers  Building,  Pitts- 
burgh 19,  Pennsylvania. 
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From  advanced  research  into  the  fundamental 
forces  of  the  universe  — gravity,  nucleonics,  astro- 
physics—to  the  launching  of  man’s  first  stepping 
stones  into  space  itself,  Martin  engineering  activities 
are  among  the  most  exciting  in  the  aircraft  industry 
today. 

The  sky  is  our  world,  and  outer  space  is  the  next 
frontier! 

If  you  are  interested  in  learning  the  story  of  a 
great  engineering  adventure,  which  includes  some  of 
the  most  advanced  projects  now  in  the  research  and 
development  stage,  contact  J.  M.  Hollyday,  Dept. 
UM-11,  The  Martin  Company , Baltimore  3, Maryland. 
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Thanks  . . . 


Let  me  he  still  a moment  and  thank  Thee,  my  God,  for  all  Thy  wondrous  gifts. 
To  Thee  by  Thanksgiving. 


Let  me  realize  that  to  give  Thee  thanks,  I must  give  Thee  more  than  lip-service . 
Words  come  easily  as  long  as  1 have  a tongue.  Help  my  Thanksgiving  to  come 
from  my  heart. 

Let  me  he  fully  aware  that  the  Thanksgiving  that  comes  from  the  heart  is  like 
the  love  that  lives  in  the  heart;  neither  is  content  to  rest  in  quietude,  but 
would  prove  its  depth  and  sincerity  by  action. 


Let  me  be  sorry  for  past  ingratitude  . . . for  taking  Thy  goodness  and  kindness 
for  granted,  as  though  1 had  a right  to  Thy  free  gifts. 

Let  me  learn  to  be  humble  and  reverent  in  the  thought  of  Thy  care  and  watch- 
fulness and  generosity. 

For  what  Thou  hast  given  . . . and  for  what  Thou  hast  taken  away,  to  Thee  by 
Thanksgiving  for  endless  ages. 

Amen 


A TALE  OF  TWO  CITIES 

bij  Tom  Nichols 


In  this  column  we  provide  you  with  facts  and 
information  about  nite  life  in  the  Baltimore- 
Washington  area.  Each  spot  mentioned  here 
takes  into  account  the  emptiness  of  a college 
man's  wallet. 

On  the  advice  of  a few  Baltimore  Dixieland 
lovers,  I went  to  a spot  named  Fischer's  near 
the  corner  of  Belair  Road  and  Woodlea 
Avenue.  Fischer's  is  about  the  most  collegiate 
hangout  in  Baltimore  and  they  claim  to  be  the 
greatest  in  Dixieland  on  the  east  coast.  Sir 
Walter  Murphy  and  his  band  are  living  it  up 
down  there  every  night.  Sir  Walter  "goes  it" 
so  well  we  think  their  claim  is  well  justified. 
You  can  get  a medium  priced  dinner  before 
the  music  starts  but  they  only  serve  sand- 
wiches and  pizza  during  the  better  part  of  the 
evening. 

Also  in  Baltimore,  a unique  little  place  on 
Charles  Street  caught  our  attention.  Looking 
into  the  window  of  The  Peabody  Book  Store, 
we  saw  a sign  that  said,  "Pub  in  Rear." 
Investigating,  we  found  the  book  store  was 
the  entranceway  to  a rathskeller  in  the  back. 
Walking  through  the  book  store  we  were 
tempted  to  stop  and  browse  but  we  drifted 
to  the  back  and  found  a semi-quiet  collegiate 
mob  listening  to  music  from  a violinist  and 
piano  man.  The  prices  in  here  were  in  the 
right  range,  so  we  stayed  for  a bit. 

For  eating  in  Baltimore,  Haussner's  Restau- 
rant on  Eastern  Avenue,  is  known  far  and 
wide.  Haussner's  is  loaded  with  German 
atmosphere  but  they  are  unique  in  the  fact 
that  they  don't  just  specialize  in  German  food. 
They  specialize  in  all  types  of  dinners.  Each 
meal  is  prepared  from  scratch  with  a lot  of 
attention  given  to  every  little  detail.  The  prices 
are  very  reasonable  in  comparison  with  the 
excellence  of  the  food.  Mr.  Haussner's  hobby 
is  collecting  paintings  and  these  paintings 
adorn  every  wall  of  his  establishment.  A few 
of  these  are  rare  masterpieces.  Mr.  Haussner 
told  us  that  President  Eisenhower  dines  there 
ocassionally.  All  this  gives  the  perfect  atmos- 
phere for  a dinner  of  the  best  of  foods. 

Still  in  Baltimore,  we  dropped  in  a place  by 
the  name  of  Martick's  on  the  corner  of 
Franklin  and  Tyson  Streets.  This  is  another 
Dixieland  haunt  for  the  college  crowd.  A 
bunch  of  college  boys  wearing  beards  and 
mustaches  play  the  tunes  every  night  'til  late. 
Martick's  is  in  the  Greenwich  Village  of 
Baltimore  so  we  saw  plenty  of  characters 
there.  The  place  is  covered  with  pictures  done 
by  local  artists,  which  gives  a Bohemian  flavor 
to  all  the  festivities.  This  place  is  inexpensive 
and  fabulous,  so  drop  in  sometime. 

Back  in  this  area,  for  good  Italian  food  the 
Villa  Rosa,  which  is  across  from  the  Hecht 
Company  in  Silver  Spring,  has  the  most  com- 
plete Italian  menu  in  the  area.  They  have 
recently  expanded  and  half  of  this  restaurant 
is  all  new.  There  are  huge  picture  windows  in 
the  back  to  give  you  an  unusual  view  while 
enjoying,  shall  we  say,  a tasty  pizza. 

The  Old  Europe,  at  2434  Wisconsin  Avenue, 
N.  W.,  is  Washington's  top  German  rathskeller. 
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It  is  frequented  by  more  college  students  than 
any  other  place  of  its  type  in  D.  C.  Down 
below  its  dining  room  is  a huge  smoke  filled 
cave  usually  filled  with  collegians.  The  shelves 
on  each  wall  are  filled  with  beer  mugs  from 
every  college  in  the  country.  The  piano  man 
here  plays  nothing  but  college  songs  for  the 
patrons  to  sing  to.  He  plays  any  song 
requested  and  the  crowd  always  joins  in  to 
give  you  a really  great  fun  night.  We  under- 
stand they  also  serve  a tonic  called  Wurtz- 
burger;  something  for  the  wide-eyed  freshmen. 
A night  here  is  fit  for  a king  and  suited  to  a 
student's  pocketbook. 

The  Espionage,  located  at  2900  M Street, 
N.  W.  in  Old  Georgetown,  is  the  very  latest 
in  night  clubs  or  you  might  say  cafes.  When 
we  found  this  place  the  door  was  opened  for 
us  by  a character  right  out  of  a spy  movie. 
He  was  wearing  a black  hat  and  cloak  but 
wore  no  dagger.  The  Espionage  has  three 
dining  rooms  and  two  lounges.  Each  one  has 


a theme  and  a name.  The  Diplomacy  Room  is 
one  of  the  dining  rooms  and  is  outfitted  in 
plush  red  velvet.  The  Intrigue  Room  is  similar 
but  in  black  and  white.  The  Underground  Room 
is  one  of  the  most  authentic  Parisian  lounges 
in  the  United  States.  Harvey  and  his  trio  play 
every  night  in  the  attic  which  is  an  unusual 
room  decorated  with  Charles  Addams'  cartoons. 
The  Espionage  is  without  a doubt  the  most 
entertaining  place  in  D.  C.  Food  and  other 
refreshments  are  a little  expensive  but  it  is 
worth  every  penny  just  to  get  a look  at  this 
casino.  They  are  open  until  two  every  night 
except  Saturdays  when  they  close  at  twelve. 

We  will  look  around  for  a few  more  fun 
spots  and  let  you  know  of  them  next  issue.  In 
the  meantime  those  of  you  who  hear  of  a 
new  spot  let  me  know.  Drop  down  to  see 
yours  truly,  Tom  Nichols  at  No.  7 Fraternity 
Row  or  leave  me  a note  in  the  Old  Line  office 
in  the  Publications  Building.  So  ends  the 
second  chapter  of  A Tale  Of  Two  Cities. 
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Jokes,  jokes  and  more  jokes 


We  heard  these  three  words  from  in- 
dignant readers  at  each  meal  for  a 
solid  week  after  the  October  Old  Line 
was  released,  and  if  we  didn’t  know  it 
before,  we  now  realize  full  well  that 
Terpsters  like  their  humor. 

Over  all  the  sound  and  fury  we  man- 
aged to  hear  the  faint  cries  of  the  stu- 
dents who  took  time  out  to  read  the 
magazine.  Some  liked  it  and  some 
didn’t,  but  all  made  suggestions,  and 
these  pearls  of  wisdom  have  been  in- 
corporated in  this  issue. 

The  searing  story  on  the  most  con- 
troversial figure  on  campus,  Diamond- 
back  Editor  Dick  Toth,  should  please 
the  most  blase  reader. 

Dinah  Brown,  who  delighted  you 
with  her  clever  sketch  of  Mrs.  Mont, 
asks  Dean  Eppley  for  some  answers 


• • • 

that  make  mighty  interesting  reading. 
Rhoda  Adler’s  plea  for  less  amorous 
campus  Casanovas  and  Stan  Hames’ 
“Campus  Originals”  help  round  out  an 
issue  that  begins  with  a prayer  of 
thanks  for  the  things  for  which  we 
should  be  most  thankful. 

In  succeeding  issues  we  hope  to 
take  you  into  the  Old  Line  office  to 
meet  those  whom  you  won’t  get  to 
know  by  reading  the  magazine.  Those 
'who  contribute  to  its  success  in  per- 
haps a less  spectacular  way.  Margie 
Gates,  the  prettiest  Managing  Editor 
this  Editor  ever  saw,  is  responsible  for 
our  layout. 

Our  fiction  is  provided  by  Messrs. 
Paul  Cardaci  and  Roney  Carroll.  We 
hope  our  reading  will  be  provided  by 
you— you— and  especially  you!!! 
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by  Stan  Hames 


The  first  issue  of  the  Old  Line  was 
met  with  varying  degrees  of  favor  and 
disfavor.  The  general  opinion  was, 
however,  that  it  stunk.  This  idea  was 
first  imparted  to  me  as  I met  Jon  Du- 
mond,  vice  president  of  SGA,  on 
campus  shortly  after  its  distribution. 
With  a tender  kick  in  the  groin  and  a 
rendering  rabbit  punch,  he  expressed 
the  opinion  that  more  humor  was 
necessary. 

The  recent  survey  taken  by  the  Old 
Line  turned  up  some  interesting  com- 
ments. A junior  in  A&S  answered  his 
questionnaire  something  like  this: 

Question:  What  was  the  reason  for 
the  success  or  failure  of  last  year’s 
magazine? 

Answer:  “No  one  read  it.” 

Question:  What  would  vou  like  to 
see  improved  in  this  year’s  mag? 

Answer:  “The  staff.” 

Question:  If  you  were  editing  this 
magazine,  what  features  would 
you  innovate  . . .? 

Answer:  “A  full  page  picture  of 
Margo  Lueev  without  anv  clothes 
on.” 

Question  for  Frosh  only  (He  threw 
in  his  comment  anyway):  What 
features  do  you  as  a freshman 
expect  to  find  stressed  in  the  cam- 
pus magazine? 

Answer:  “Pornography.” 

Clare  Wootten,  Junior  in  B.P.A.,  in- 
advertently brought  this  bit  of  infor- 
mation to  our  attention. 

Sociology  I,  as  always  is  one  of  the 
Freshman’s  most  interesting  courses 
and  can  be  even  more  so  under  proper 
setting.  Janet  Classman,  Freshman  in 
B.P.A.,  relates  that  the  lights  went  out 


in  the  basement  of  Woods  Hall,  and, 
with  no  windows,  the  room  was  quite 
dark.  Dr.  Felton,  however,  continued 
with  the  lecture,  scribbling  his  words 
of  wisdom  gaily  on  the  board.  Janet 
refused  to  comment  on  the  other 
phases  of  social  knowledge  the  stu- 
dents endeavored  to  explore  in  the 
darkened  room. 

A character  by  the  name  of  Stewart 
Bushong,  Junior  in  A&S,  has  been  seen 
seen  wearing  a neck  brace  to  his  Mon- 
day morning  classes.  He  has  told  his 
instructors  that  it  is  necessary  due  to 
a minor  neck  injury.  Actually,  how- 
ever, he  borrowed  it  from  Boh  Hall, 
Senior,  in  B.P.A.,  (who  really  did 
fracture  a vertebrae  earlier  in  the  sum- 
mer while  diving  into  a shallow  lake 
on  an  all  night  toot.)  Bushong  works 
all  night  Sunday  and  has  difficulty 
staving  awake. 

The  Maryland  Flving  Club  now  has 
two  verv  excellent  craft,  one  of  them 
owned  by  the  club  and  the  other  do- 
nated bv  Glenn  L.  Martin  to  the  Psy- 
chology Department.  On  the  fuselage 
of  the  latter  is  stenciled  “Property  of 
the  Maryland  Flving  Ass.,  Psychology 
Department.”  We’ve  been  unable  to 
determine  who  came  up  with  this  gem 
of  English. 

Stories  of  partty  raids,  old  and  cur- 
rent, continue  to  crop  up.  Last  year 
during  the  riot  on  this  campus,  a dap- 
per old  gentleman  was  seen  hurrying 
about  in  the  midst  of  the  mob  laden 
with  goodies  of  the  evening.  Pat  Cun- 
ningham, Junior  in  A&S,  leaned  out  of 
a second  floor  window  of  the  Sigma 
Kappa  house  and  was  startled  to  see 
this  seemingly  old  coot  leading  the 


younger  boys  in  havoc.  “Aren’t  you  a 
little  old  for  that  sort  of  thing,  fellow?” 
she  shouted.  It  seems  the  “old  fellow” 
was  Geary  Eppley,  Dean  of  Men,  re- 
trieving stolen  loot. 

The  Phi  Kaps  and  Delta  Gammas 
had  a bit  of  a foray  recently.  A fake 
pantv  raid  was  planned  as  an  initiation 
stunt  for  Phi  Kap  pledges.  While  the 
boys  were  milling  around  in  front  of 
the  D.G.  house,  the  girls  pulled  a 
double  cross  and  soundly  drenched  the 
pledges  with  gallons  of  water  from 
their  second  floor  balcony.  The  boys, 
looking  for  retaliation,  seized  the  first 
D.G.  available,  namely  Lynne  Schelz, 
Junior  in  Ed.,  and  hurried  her  over  to 
the  Phi  Kap  house  where  she  got  thor- 
oughly showered  (fully  clothed,  of 
course ) . 

Don  Horner,  Junior  in  B.P.A.,  while 
watching  the  burning  of  the  old  house 
next  to  President  Elkin’s  new  mansion, 
said,  “Too  bad  they  had  to  burn  it. 
It  would  be  great  for  parties.”  Now 
there’s  an  intelligent  statement. 

According  to  reports.  Miss  J.  J.  led 
a block-and-a-half-long  congo  line  dur- 
ing awav  football  weekend  in  North 
Carolina,  smashed  out  of  her  mind, 
having  a ball. 

C.  J Gyrnp  has  submitted  an  excel- 
lent recipe  for  Purple  Jesus  (this  will 
make  3.18  gallons  of  very  fine  30? 
batch ) : 

1 gallon  high  quality  gin  (“Bottled 
in  the  Back,”  etc. ) 

8 large  cans  grape  juice 

2 large  cans  grapefruit  juice 

1 old  tennis  shoe 

The  tennis  shoe  renders  that  “aged” 
quality. 
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’Turn  the  day  after  homecoming 


by  Glory  Anne  Slone 


’Twas  the  day  after  Homecoming  and  through  the  Frat  House, 
The  brothers  were  sleeping— had  been  a good  ‘souse.’ 

The  suits  were  all  draped  ’cross  the  floor  without  care, 

T was  evident  a good  time  was  had  by  all  there. 

And  1 with  my  broom  and  dust  pan  in  hand 
Began  my  pledge  duty,— the  mess  to  disband. 

I looked  all  around— the  place  teas  a sight 
It  was  easy  to  see,  there’ d been  a party  last  night. 

From  one  room  to  another,  some  reminder  of  cheer, 

A cigarette,  with  lipstick,  a half-finished  beer ; 

A cheese  dip,  a pretzel,  some  withering  mums, 

A half  fifth  of  scotch— left  there  by  alums. 

And  away  in  the  corner,  where  the  lights  had  been  low, 

Slept  a rumpled  old  Active,  whose  gin  had  been  “sloe.” 

He  whimpered,  he  whined,  his  snore  was  a noise, 

But  a few  hours  before— he’d  been  one  of  the  boys! 

Other  ‘actives’  and  ‘alums’  were  way  upstairs 
Of  life  at  that  point,  they  wanted  no  cares. 

They  were  quietly  sleeping  tossed  ’cross  the  beds 
In  an  effort  to  get  rid  of  . . . their  overgrown  heads. 

I looked  out  the  window  at  a tumbling-down  float. 

It  once  had  been  pretty— got  a second  place  vote. 

It  was  drooping  and  falling,  the  chicken  wire  was  bent 
And  now  was  just  waiting  for  its  quick  banishment. 

But  as  l turned  around  and  started  to  work, 

A smile  came  to  my  lips  and  to  my  face  came  a smirk— 

For  in  spite  of  the  mess,  fun  was  had  by  all  here 
And  I can  hardly  wait  ’till  Homecoming  next  year! 
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Last  word 


BLESSING 


DISGUISE 

by  Roger  Keith 


Although  last  spring’s  panty  raid  was  a headache  in  the 
first  degree  both  for  the  Administration  and  the  Student 
Government  Association,  now  that  the  dust  is  settled,  the 
whole  mess  appears  in  several  ways  to  have  been  a blessing 
in  disguise. 

If  it  resulted  in  disciplinary  action  from  the  faculty,  it 
also  resulted  in  a renewed  appeal  for  a student  court 
system. 

If  it  caused  misunderstanding  between  the  SGA  and  the 
Faculty  Discipline  Committee,  it  also,  in  the  final  analysis, 
resulted  in  some  understanding  of  the  proper  role  of  stu- 
dent government  and  student  opinion. 

And  if  it  caused  the  unfair  expenditure  of  SGA  funds  to 
pay  the  damages,  it  also  caused  a reappraisal  of  our  some- 
what outdated  University  regulations. 

An  appeal  for  a student  court  has  come  from  the  har- 
assed chairman  of  the  Faculty  Senate  Discipline  Committee. 
Such  an  appeal  has  also  been  expressed  by  most  members 
of  the  present  SGA  Executive  Council. 

A reconsideration  is  under  way  of  the  judiciary  system 
in  the  proposed  SGA  constitution,  defeated  overwhelmingly 
in  a student  election  last  April. 

Indeed,  the  court,  which  was  permitted  surprisingly  wide 
jurisdiction  by  the  administration,  was  the  main  area  of 
new  power  for  the  proposed  SGA.  It  had  the  backing  of 
President  Elkins,  an  ex-SGA  prexy  himself,  and  last  year’s 
Executive  Council. 

There  are  still  many  faculty  members  who  think  such  a 
court  system  “just  won’t  work,”  and  many  students  who 
would  “rather  go  before  the  faculty  than  a bunch  of 
students.” 

The  riot  has,  however,  caused  an  increase  in  the  efforts 
of  those  who  favor  a student  court.  Who  believe  in  students 
learning  by  doing.  Who  realize  full  well  that  there  will  cer- 
tainly be  problems  to  be  ironed  out  with  such  a system  just 
as  there  are  still  many,  many  problems  connected  with  the 
new  faculty  organization.  But  a student  court  will  in  the 


end  be  the  best  answer  to  student  delinquency. 

When  the  chairman  of  the  Discipline  Committee  ap- 
peared before  SGA  to  explain  his  group’s  order  that  activi- 
ties fees  be  used  to  pay  the  riot  damages,  he  told  the 
Executive  Council: 

“It  is  not  only  within  your  power;  it  is  your  obligation  to 
support  the  rules  and  regulations  of  the  University.” 

Shortly  after  this  the  council  again  refused  to  pay  the 
damages,  not  to  disobey  the  regulations  of  the  University, 
but  to  protest  the  Discipline  Committee’s  interpretation  of 
those  rules. 

As  the  Student  Life  Committee  was  to  later  observe, 
there  was  nothing  in  the  SGA  Constitution  to  prevent  such 
payment,  but  neither  was  there  a clause  permitting  it. 

The  SGA  members  had  voted  according  to  their  con- 
science, after  hearing  both  sides  of  the  controversy,,  as  they 
were  expected  to  do  by  the  students  and  bv  most  of  the 
faculty. 

They  had  performed  their  proper  function— not  as  an 
arbitrary  bloc  of  opposition  to  anything  labeled  administra- 
tion, but  as  representatives  of  student  interests  when  these 
are  unintentionally  overlooked  by  the  faculty  and/or  ad- 
ministration, with  the  ultimate  aim  of  improving  the  Uni- 
versity as  a whole. 

The  council  stood  for  a principle  just  as  it  did  last  year 
in  protesting  the  top-heavy  faculty  membership  of  the 
Student  Publications  Committee.  Whereas  the  latter  pro- 
test lead  to  an  equitable,  more  efficient  Publications  Com- 
mittee, the  panty  raid  protest  lead  to  an  apology  from  the 
administration  for  the  way  the  situation  was  handled— and 
most  important— a promise  that  the  unfair  student  prorate 
damage  regulation  would  be  revised. 

The  controversy  is  over,  but  the  blame  for  the  original 
trouble  must  lie  with  those  students  who  rioted. 

And  the  new  job  for  the  SGA,  in  cooperation  with  the 
administration,  is  to  prevent  such  a panty  raid  headache 
from  striking  again. 
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The 

Dean  of  Men 
Speaks  Out 
Again ! ! ! 


by  Dinah  Brown 

His  office  is  on  the  first  floor  of  the 
Administration  Building.  He  sits  in  a 
comfortable  swivel  chair— and  swings 
around  to  view  a lengthy  expanse  of 
the  Mall. 

He  answered  some  questions: 

What  are  your  duties  as  Dean  of 
Men? 

“Actually  I serve  in  two  capacities— 
Dean  of  Men  and  Director  of  Student 
Welfare.  Both  jobs  overlap  quite  a bit. 
I started  out  as  Dean  of  Men  and  Di- 
rector of  Athletics  in  1935— Actually  I 
was  eased  into  the  job.  I always  had 
my  heart  in  Athletics.  The  office  of 
Student  Welfare  is  concerned,  for  one 
thing,  with  students  who  hold  part- 
time  jobs  and  workships  on  campus.” 

What  problems  do  the  boys  come 
to  you  with? 

“Well— problems  at  home  . . . finan- 
cial . . . problems  with  instructors— 
and  some  personal  problems.  My  as- 
sistants include  Mr.  DeMarr  . . . and 
Mr.  James  . . . and  Mr.  Royal.” 

Aren’t  you  also  a member  of  the 
Discipline  Committee  and  Student 
Life? 

“You  want  to  know  what  commit- 
tees I’m  on  . . . let  me  get  you  the  list 
—so  I’ll  get  the  names  right  . . . An 


ex-officio  member  of 
Committee  on  Student  Discipline, 
Committee  on  Public  Functions  (I’ve 
been  chairman  of  commencement  ac- 
tivities since  1949),  the  Committee  on 
Student  Health  and  Welfare,  and  the 
Employment  and  Self-Help  Commit- 
tee.” 

What  is  the  function  of  the  Student 
Life  Committee  this  year? 

“The  committee  is  concerned  with 
all  student  life  and  welfare— but  they 
get  tied  up  with  so  many  details  it 
hasn’t  gotten  down  to  . . . it’s  not  only 
concerned  with  discipline  but  with 
every  phase  of  campus  activities.  Stu- 
dent Life  sets  up  the  regulations  for 
the  Discipline  Committee.” 

Do  you  see  a student  before  he  goes 
before  the  Discipline  Committee? 

“Usually  we  do  see  them  before 
they  appear  before  Discipline  Com- 
mittee We  investigate  the  case  . . . 


although  last  year  there  was  one  case 
of  which  I knew  nothing.  Generally  in 
all  cases  which  might  involve  suspen- 
sion, the  student  goes  to  the  Discipline 
Committee.  In  the  case  of  the  sign 
which  was  hung  on  the  library  . . . we 
took  the  students’  athletic  books  away 
from  them  so  that  they  couldn’t  see  the 
football  team  and  made  them  pay  for 
the  administration  overhead  and  the 
guards  who  had  to  be  stationed  at  the 
library.” 

What  happened  to  the  boys  in  last 
year’s  panty  raid? 

“We  didn’t  catch  anyone.  That  is— 
we  only  caught  a few  who  were  on  the 
fringes  of  the  raid.  Well,  we  did  catch 
three  who  were  in  the  raid  . . . Dan 
(Continued  on  page  22) 


Do  you  think  the  drinking  ban  is  enforced ??? 

What  about  the  Student  Court??? 
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Mistaken  Identity 


by  Paul  Cardaci 


She  saw  the  old  man  in  black  walk  up 
the  cobblestone  path.  There  was  a sad 
smile  on  his  face.  She  watched  his 
eyes  swing  in  a cursory  glance  over  the 
dismal  scene.  She  knew  he  saw  the 
broken  picket  fence,  its  gate  swinging 
eerilv  in  the  wind,  creaking  on  its  rusty 
hinges;  the  high  crab  grass  which  grew 
on  the  once  beautiful  lawn,  the  rose- 
bushes grown  thorny  since  the  time 
the  gardener  had  fed  and  nurtured 
them,  and  finally  she  saw  him  scan  the 
old  three-story  house.  It  was  a most 
depressing  sight,  with  its  broken  shut- 
ters. He  smiled  as  if  to  say  . . . “yes, 
this  is  the  right  house.” 

The  doorbell  rang  and  she  was  full 
of  fear.  “Sir,”  she  said  to  herself,  “I 
have  waited  patiently  for  many  years 
but  now  that  you  have  arrived,  I am 
afraid  to  welcome  you.”  A rapid  intro- 
spection filled  her  eyes  with  tears, 
which  fell  to  her  stiff,  black  dress  and 
onto  the  book  which  lav  open  on  her 
lap: 


Thou  shalt  come  to  tin / grave  in 
a full  age. 

Like  as  a shock  of  corn  cometh  in 
his  season. 

The  words  became  a blur  and  she 
sobbed  heavily.  She  raised  her  eyes 
to  Heaven  as  if  to  cry  “Oh  no,  Lord,” 
when  an  airplane  roared  through  the 
cloudy  skv.  She  dropped  her  head  on 
the  scene  below  and  saw  the  cars  flash- 
ing quicklv  past  on  the  new  concrete 
throughway.  No,  these  are  not  of  my 
age,  she  thought  and  began  to  fumble 
with  worn  fingers  throughout  the  old 
volume  still  open  on  her  lap.  The  bell 
rang  again.  She  rose  quickly  from  the 
worn  rocker  and,  with  book  in  hand, 
left  the  room. 

Down  the  squeaking  stairs  she  hob- 
bled and  across  the  threadbare  rug. 
She  paused  and  her  eyes  glanced  over 
the  parlor.  The  dustv  volumes  left  by 
her  husband  were  still  stacked  neatly 
in  the  bookcase,  the  old  red  fireplace 


looked  austere  and  empty,  and  the 
grand  piano  was  open  and  collecting 
dust. 

She  could  remember  the  gay  times 
when  the  family  used  to  roast  nuts  on 
the  roaring  hearth  and  when  they 
would  all  gather  round  the  piano 
laughing  and  singing,  while  Alice 
played.  The  doorbell  rang  again- 
breaking  her  melancholy  reverie. 

She  stiffened  her  shoulders  and 
opened  the  door.  A gust  of  cold  wind 
made  her  shiver  with  fright.  The  man 
in  black  extended  a cold  hand  of  greet- 
ing and  she  dropped  silently  to  the 
floor,  the  book  by  her  side. 


“No,  coroner,”  the  man  in  black 
answered,  “I  am  no  relation,  I only 
came  to  see  if  she  had  any  antiques  to 
sell.” 


Yea,  though  1 walk  through  the 
Valley  of  the  Shadoiv  of  Death  I 
will  fear  no  evil,  for  Thou  art  with 
me! 


- 
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People  Fve  Known 

by  Clare  Wootten 


The  most  unforgettable  characters  I 
have  ever  met,  if  the  truth  must  be 
known,  are  ones  I have  really  never 
met.  I mostly  ran  into  this  memorable 
assortment  of  homo  sapiens  in  the 
various  classrooms  where  I have  been 
taught  and  have  sought  the  answers  to 
questions  which  puzzled  the  ages. 

These  people  were  all  intimate 
friends  or  close  relatives  of  my  teach- 
ers. The  first  “unforgettable”  was  way 
back  in  grammar  school  days;  the 
teacher  had  a little  cousin  just  like 
Dick  of  Dick  and  Jane  fame.  Appar- 
ently all  he  did  was  run,  run,  run, 
jump,  jump,  jump  and  look  at  Spot, 
Puff  and  babv.  This,  she  edieted,  was 
the  ideal  way  for  the  ideal  child  to 
spend  an  ideal  recess. 

The  most  persistent  little  friend  still 
dogs  my  steps.  She  first  appeared  as 
mv  nursery  school  monitor’s  com- 
pletely toilet-trained  neighbor;  she 
next  haunted  me  as  the  mature  little 


girl  who  didn’t  cry  on  the  first  day  of 
school. 

She  also  didn’t  toss  little  brother  in 
the  fish  pond  and  she  kept  her  room 
spic  and  span.  I used  to  get  in  bed 
each  night  bv  dumping  my  wardrobe 
and  array  of  toys,  wrapped  in  the  bed- 
spread, on  the  floor.  When  my  uncle 
returned  from  five  years  away  at  the 
wars,  his  first  words  upon  crossing  the 
threshold  were,  “Has  she  cleaned  her 
room  yet?” 

Currently  this  obnoxious  combina- 
tion of  all  the  virtues  possessed  by 
Heidi,  Nancy  Drew,  the  Hardy  Boys, 
and  Pollyanna,  lives  across  the  street. 
According  to  mv  mother,  she  never 
stays  out  past  10  p.m.  and  all  her 
gentlemen  callers  (shades  of  Tennes- 
see Williams)  bring  flowers,  candies, 
etc.  Mine,  arriving  flask  in  hand,  bump 
into  hers  leaving,  and  the  parking 
situation  gets  pretty  crowded  on  our 
street. 


Disregarding  this  lass,  my  prof’s 
acquaintances  got  more  and  more  in- 
triguing. In  high  school  zoology,  it  was 
lethal  to  be  numbered  in  the  charmed 
circle  of  those  who  shared  the  instruc- 
tor’s social  life.  If  his  friends  didn’t 
have  three  heads,  they  were  dying  off 
or  had  just  conquered  South  African 
sleeping  sickness  of  the  variety  trans- 
mitted by  the  tsetse  flv  This  list  would 
not  be  complete  without  the  great 
uncle  who  has  just  passed  away  from 
leprosy  or  his  indestructible  mother- 
in-law  whom  the  doctors  gave  only  six 
months  30  years  ago.  This  same  in- 
law, who  lived  with  him,  has  weath- 
ered every  fatal  disease  at  least  twice. 

If  birds  of  a feather  flock  together, 
then  the  men  in  the  white  coats  would 
have  a field  day  in  some  psych  classes. 
The  lunatics  these  teachers  claimed  for 
cohorts  were  every  tiling  from  schizo- 
phrenic to  manic  depressive. 

(Continued  on  page  23) 
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Coffee  Hour 

by  Dick  O Day 


To  Athens 

I sat  in  the  little  restaurant  across  from  the  public 
Pond  reading  the  paper. 

Outside,  brittle  brightness  bustled  and  snapped. 

Gray  pigeons  puffed  their  way  amid  the  mornings  papers, 
And  the  wind  whipped  gusty  leaves  in  crisp  flights  across 
The  pond  till  they  doldrummed,  sodden. 

1 read  of  Greek  alliances, 

Of  security  and  charitable  good. 

Of  Civil  wounds  that  heal— Technocracy’s  taut  utility. 

Of  gracious  kings  and  ebbing  seas. 

Law  . . . Power  . . . Duty  . . . 

Grey  words  small. 

Did  Phillip  cry,  “What  must  l do  to  be  saved?” 

The  old  Greek  leaned,  smiled  and  thought  “a  pity.” 

He  spoke  of  barren  land  and  twisted  trees. 

Of  God’s— thirst  and  Furies  gory  blind. 

Of  houses  raped  and  split  in  fears  . . . 

Of  hopeless  soft  voices  and  eyes  in  tears. 

Of  the  Red  star  and  silent  bitter  hearts, 

Of  sons  . . . cursed  of  Cain,  sent  out  to  prey, 

Of  ancient  glories  pocketed. 

We  talked  and  smiled,  yet  neither  understood: 

I of  the  tall  oak,  the  pine,  the  maple, 

He  of  the  darkened  gnarled  ivood. 

Across  in  the  public  pond, 

Floundered  a dying  duck. 


Poets' 

Corner 


‘Here’s  your  new  halfback,  Tom. 


Lament  of  a Frustrated  Femme 

by  Rhoda  Adler 


Breathes  there  a man 
Around  this  school 
Sufficiently  restrained  and  cool 
Enough  to  limit  his  demands 
And  say,  “Good  night,” 

Just  holding  hands  . . . 

Who  has  the  decency 
To  wait  until  at  least 
A second  date 

T o reach  a warm,  romantic  state. 
And  give  a girl  some  preparation 
Before  expecting  oscidation 
At  least  an  hour  in  duration? 

If  such  there  be. 

Go  mark  him  well. 

I’ll  date  the  guy 

And  make  him  tell 

What  the  hell  he  had  for  dinner 

That  made  him  so  sick. 
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The  Dick  Toth  Story 


THE  MAN  BEHIND  THE  DIAMONDBACK 


by  Dave  Halliday 


Last  year  the  Faculty  Senate  Committee  on  Student  Publi- 
cations and  Communications  selected  an  editor  that  never 
had  a formal  high  school  education.  Dick  Toth  is  that 
editor,  and  his  story  is  one  of  remarkable  courage,  unbe- 
lievable persistence,  and  a tenacity  that  men  respect. 

As  Editor-in-Chief  of  the  Diamondback,  Toth  put  a 
middle-of-the-road  newspaper  right  back  into  the  thick  of 
things,  reporting  the  news  objectively,  sometimes  sensa- 
tionally, and  letting  the  brickbats  fall  where  they  may. 

His  editorial  policy  has  been  described  as  scorching,  as 
he  indiscriminately  points  his  editorial  finger  at  faculty  and 
student  administrators.  This  lay-it-on-the-line  approach 
hasn’t  made  Toth  the  most  popular  man  on  campus,  but  it 
has  earned  him  the  reputation  of  a fighter,  and,  ironically, 
Dick  has  been  fighting  in  one  way  or  another  all  his  life. 

Dick  was  born  of  poor  parents  on  a farm  near  Camp  Lee, 
Va.  His  mother  died  four  months  after  his  birth. 

Dick’s  boyhood  was  anything  but  typical.  He  didn’t  play 
in  the  streets  because  he  didn’t  have  any  shoes.  The  Toth’s 
lived  a block  from  the  school,  which  was  fortunate  for  Dick, 
because  he  didn’t  have  far  to  walk. 

Nevertheless  Dick  worked  hard  while  attending  classes. 
His  grades  never  dropped  below  B and  his  teachers  ad- 
mired the  boy  who  went  at  his  studies  with  an  almost 
unnatural  desire  to  learn. 

After  school  the  youngster  took  odd  jobs  and  hustled 
money  any  way  he  could.  In  the  seventh  grade  he  won  first 
prize  for  earning  the  best  grades  in  his  class.  Two  envious 


editorial  policy 


is  scorching 
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students  jumped  him  near  the  school 
and  threw  the  trophy  in  the  mud.  Toth 
singled  them  out  later  for  another 
“talk.” 

His  father  later  sent  Dick  to  friends 
in  Buckroe  Beach,  Va.  After  a fruitless 
try  at  high  school  Dick  returned  to  his 
father  in  Newport  News.  Together 
they  moved  in  and  out  of  30  boarding 
houses  in  a year.  Finally  Dick’s  father 
took  sick.  Dick  nursed  his  Dad  and 
watched  him  waste  away  and  die  from 
a tumor  that  eventually  squeezed  his 
windpipe. 

This  happened  when  Dick  was  16. 
Now  he  was  alone,  but  the  years  of 
trial  had  not  left  him  without  a reserve 
of  practical  knowledge. 

He  soon  developed  into  an  all- 
around  handyman  working  as  a 
plumber,  floor  layer,  magazine  sales- 
man and  Venetian  blind  repairman 
during  a 12-month  period. 

Dick  finally  got  the  opportunity  to 
attend  school  again.  Somehow  he  “just 
didn’t  fit  in.”  Accustomed  to  working 


for  his  money  Toth  was  impatient  with 
classes  and  homework.  Finally,  he  quit 
school. 

After  “traveling”  with  a local  gang 
for  several  months,  Dick  joined  the  Air 
Force.  His  aptitude  scores  were  high 
enough  to  permit  him  to  study  at  a 
technical  school. 

From  1948  to  1952  Dick  served  his 
country  honorably  while  rising  to  the 
rank  of  a non-com.  However  his  serv- 
ice life  was  not  without  its  anxious 
moments. 

Dick  served  on  three  ill-fated  air- 
craft. He  once  bailed  out  of  a C-47  in 
the  Yukon.  Fortunately  it  was  in  the 
summer,  and  though  he  limped  around 
on  an  injured  ankle,  Dick  managed  to 
wait  out  the  rescue  party  bv  munching 
wild  berries  and  tracking  down  game. 

Later  he  was  a crew  member  of  a 
ship  that  met  its  end  on  a mountain 
peak  14,000  feet  above  sea  level.  With 
a temperature  of  65  below  zero  and 
his  feet  suffering  from  frostbite,  Dick 
needed  all  his  courage,  will-power  and 


luck  to  stay  alive.  Bleeding  from  se- 
vere lacerations  Dick  was  flown  from 
the  mountains  in  a helicopter  that 
barely  cleared  the  perilous  peaks. 
Later  Dick  was  in  a plane  that  cracked 
up  in  New  Mexico— when  he  survived 
this  he  knew  his  luck  was  bound  to 
change. 

After  he  left  the  service  Dick  over- 
heard some  friends  talking  about  going 
to  college.  Before  he  got  home  that 
night  Dick  had  made  up  his  mind  he 
was  going  to.  He  had  passed  a General 
Educational  Development  Test  (the 
Army  equivalent  to  a high  school  edu- 
cation) while  in  the  Air  Force,  and 
subsequently  received  a diploma  from 
Warwick  High  School  in  Virginia. 

By  this  time  his  luck  had  changed. 
He  met  a girl  named  Mary  Lou,  and 
her  parents  had  faith  in  him  . . . some- 
thing that  no  one  ever  had  before!! 
They  encouraged  him  to  apply  for 
admission  to  Maryland. 

He  drove  to  College  Park  in  his 
model  “A”  Ford,  parked  it  and  went 
inside.  The  Office  of  Admissions  quite 
naturally  asked  him  for  his  high  school 
transcript.  Dick  explained  the  situa- 
tion and  his  interrogator,  obviously 
amazed,  told  him  to  go  back  to  night 
school  and  apply  later  on. 

When  Dick  went  outside  again  his 
model  “A”  was  gone.  He  looked,  in- 
quired and  was  told  that  he  had 
parked  his  car  in  the  space  reserved 
for  the  President.  The  car  had  been 
towed  away,  and  Dick  had  to  walk  to 
the  North  gate  to  recover  it. 

This  discouraging  experience  didn’t 
dampen  his  ardor  or  decrease  his 
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the  president’s 
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eagerness  to  get  a college  degree.  He 
took  the  advice  of  his  Maryland  ad- 
visor and  enrolled  in  a night  school  in 
Virginia. 

His  first  semester  record  was  excep- 
tional as  he  managed  to  post  an  A 
average.  Days  later  he  received  a call 
from  the  Registrar’s  Office  at  the  Uni- 
versity of  Maryland.  The  voice  at  the 
other  end  said:  “Come  on  down,  you’re 
in!!!” 

Although  this  was  what  he  wanted 
Dick  knew  he  was  in  for  a tough  bat- 
tle. However  he  also  knew  that  this 
was  what  he  had  walked  away  from 
three  plane  crashes  for— he  wasn’t  go- 
ing to  fail  now. 

He  studied  almost  10  hours  daily  for 
his  first  18  months  at  Maryland.  He 
shut  himself  away  from  everything 
else  and  this  sacrifice  paid  off.  Dick 
earned  a 2.7  in  his  first  semester  and 
has  not  made  less  than  a B average 
since. 

In  the  second  semester  of  his  sopho- 
more year,  Dick  felt  that  he  had 
mastered  his  studies  sufficiently  to 
pledge  a fraternity.  He  chose  Sigma 
Nu.  Then  gradually  he  started  to  come 
out  of  his  academic  shell. 

Besides  his  time-consuming  post  as 
Editor,  Dick  finds  time  to  proctor  a 
men’s  dorm  section,  and  is  a charter 
member  and  former  officer  of  Sigma 
Delta  Chi  Professional  Journalism  Fra- 
ternity. 

His  first  few  stories  for  the  DBK 
were  edited  drastically  before  they  got 
into  print.  When  reminded  of  this  Dick 
shakes  his  head  and  says:  “Buddv,  the 
only  things  I recognized  in  them  were 
the  names.” 

It  was  left  to  his  predecessor  Roger 
Keith,  Editor  of  last  year’s  Diamond- 
back  to  give  him  his  first  chance  last 


October— and  Dick  took  full  advantage 
of  it.  In  less  than  a year  Toth  zoomed 
from  the  obscure  post  of  Assistant 
Copy  Editor  to  the  top  spot  of  Editor 
in  Chief. 

After  his  selection  there  was  much 
weeping  and  gnashing  of  sour  grapes, 
but  Dick  rules  his  staff  with  an  iron 
hand.  He  rebukes  those  who  falter 
with  the  facility  and  thoroughness  of  a 
Regular  Army  officer.  Toth’s  DBK  stal- 
warts are  Executive  Editor  Clare 
Wootten  and  managing  editors  Dinah 
Brown,  Dave  Taylor,  Johnnie  Talley 
and  Kate  Waters.  Dave  Heinlv  is  one 
of  several  newcomers  who  have  earned 
the  respect  of  their  boss. 

Toth  feels  the  students  have  a right 
to  know  what’s  going  on.  Hence  no 
meeting  is  too  private,  no  conversation 
too  embarrassing  for  the  pages  of  the 
DBK.  He  has  blatantly  and  openly  cri- 
ticized, the  Dining  Hall,  Public  Works, 
the  Campus  Police,  the  Student  Dis- 
cipline committee  and  probably  before 
vou  read  this,  many  many  others. 


His  philosophy  on  this  rampant  cru- 
sading: “The  University  is  growing— 
why  should  a publication’s  growth  be 
stunted  by  a lack  of  cooperation— or 
information.  We’ve  not  trying  to  create 
sensationalism— we’re  just  trying  to 
keep  the  faculty  and  students  in- 
formed!” 

Whether  or  not  Toth  is  getting  the 
desired  reaction  from  his  readers,  this 
much  is  certain— the  editorial  page  is 
easily  the  most  poured  over  page  of 
tvpe  in  the  eight  page  paper.  Toth’s 
straightforward  uncompromising  tech- 
nique could  well  be  the  reason. 

When  Toth  graduates  with  his  BS  in 
June  he  hopes  to  find  a job  in  Public 
Relations.  But  first  on  his  agenda  is  a 
short  vacation  to  a place  where  a dead- 
line won’t  exist.  A haven  where  edi- 
torials and  the  Diamondback  won’t 
even  be  mentioned. 

However  you  can  bet  your  bottom 
dollar  that  the  DBK  and  its  readers 
won’t  forget  this  barefoot  bov  turned 
newsman  for  many,  many  editions!!! 
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A Matter 
of  Principle 


by  Roney  Carroll 


Roney  Carroll,  author  of  “A  Mat- 
ter of  Principle”  majored  in  Psychol- 
ogy, and  was  formerly  President  of  the 
“M”  Club.  A member  of  Omicron 
Delta  Kappa,  the  national  men’s  lead- 
ership fraternity,  Roney  teas  a two- 
time  ACC  Wrestling  Champ  while  an 
undergraduate.  This  is  his  first  attempt 
at  writing— and  we  think  you’ll  agree 
that  with  this  he  had  a very  excep- 
tional case  of  beginners’  skill!! 

Coach  Mond  blew  his  whistle  for 
calisthenics,  and  sixty  men  reacted  as 
one;  up,  down,  up,  down.  The  few 
interested  students  at  practice  each 
agreed  that  this  year  State  was  going 
to  be  number  one  in  the  nation.  An- 
other school  year  had  begun.  . . . 

Around  the  fraternity  house,  the 
brothers  loafed,  some  collapsing  in  old 
and  worn  leather  chairs,  others  prop- 
ping themselves  against  walls,  desks, 
and  pillars.  A few  lay  in  the  sun  trying 
desperately  to  retain  their  fading  sum- 
mer’s tan.  Dick  Crowland,  a newly 
activated  sophomore  was  with  them. 

Like  so  many  times  before,  Dick 
turned  over  in  his  mind  the  increas- 
ingly important  question,  are  my  ac- 
tions and  principles  right,  or  am  I 
really  “out  to  lunch?”  In  his  high 
school  days,  this  question  had  not 
bothered  him.  His  behavior  was  typi- 
cal, but  now  . . .?  What  he  considered 
proper  was  labeled  as  being  a square, 
zero,  or  a nothing. 

Dick  thought  about  how  he  was 
needled  about  his  “prudish”  attitude 
towards  girls.  Sure,  he  had  often 
wanted  to  . . . but  somehow  it  never 


seemed  right,  especially  if  you  didn’t 
love  the  girl.  But  around  here  . . .?  It 
was  hard  to  figure  out  just  what  was 
the  accepted  thing  to  do. 

Dick  had  avoided  getting  pinned, 
because  like  so  many  other  things,  he 
just  couldn’t  figure  out  what  this 
would  mean.  About  the  only  girl  he 
had  dated  more  than  twice  was  Nancy 
Nikes.  She  seemed  like  a really  nice 
girl  to  him,  but  again,  his  brothers  had 
bugged  him. 

Nancy  just  wasn’t  a swinger.  Just 
what  the  hell  was  a swinger,  anyway. 
She,  drank,  but  she  never  got  bombed. 
She  necked,  but  she  never  allowed 
things  to  get  out  of  hand.  She  danced 
real  nice,  and  she  was  fairlv  good  look- 
ing. But  somehow,  she  just  didn’t 
swing. 

Dick  wondered,  after  one  whole 
year  at  State,  and  in  a fraternity,  just 
when  he  would  find  himself. 

The  first  football  victory  dance  was 
to  be  this  Saturday.  As  he  stood  out- 
side the  fraternity  phone  booth,  debat- 
ing whether  or  not  to  take  out  Nancy, 
his  thoughts  were  interrupted  by 
Chuck  Warner.  Chuck  was  the  para- 
gon of  what  every  Delta  Kappa  should 
be.  Nothing  ever  seemed  to  bother 
Chuck;  he  lived  to  live,  pleasure- 
bound,  and  besides  this,  he  had  the 
“fraternity  spirit.”  Chuck  stuck  his 
head  outside  the  booth,  “Dick  ya’  want 
a hot  date  for  the  football  dance?”  I 
got  two  sure  things  on  the  line.” 

“I  think  I’ll  take  Nancy.” 

“Com’on  Dick,  be  a real  Delt.  This 
girl  will  show  you  one  hell  of  a time. 
Are  vou  going  to  be  a nothing  all  your 
life?” 

Dick  thought  it  over.  How  could  he 


ever  be  sure  if  he  didn’t  try  it.  After 
all,  he  had  never  been  given  any  real 
concrete  reason  for  not  doing  it.  Be- 
sides no  one  need  know. 

“OK,  Chuck,  fix  me  up.” 

Monday  afternoon,  Dick  found  him- 
self with  a group  of  his  fraternity 
brothers.  The  football  game  had  been 
played  and  replayed  by  these  arm- 
chair quarterbacks.  They  discussed  the 
dance  and  the  brothers’  dates.  Chuck 
held  the  spotlight.  He  was  describing 
in  minute  detail  just  what  he  had  ac- 
complished Saturday  night.  Dick  re- 
mained quiet.  He  had  worried  all  last 
night  about  his  decision.  Had  it  been 
worth  it?  His  thoughts  were  suddenly 
interrupted  when  he  heard  Chuck 
mention  his  name.  Chuck  was  describ- 
ing Dick’s  date  and  everything  that 
had  happened.  All  of  a sudden  Dick 
felt  his  stomach  turn  over  and  small 
beads  of  perspiration  hung  on  his  fore- 
head. As  Chuck  worked  his  audience, 
Dick  knew  he  had  made  the  wrong 
decision,  yet  everyone  seemed  to  ap- 
prove with  interest. 

“Hey  Dick,  what  was  all  this  ‘holier- 
than-thou’  jazz  you’ve  been  feeding 
us?  You  asking  her  out  again?”  Dick 
looked  at  his  brothers.  Could  he  say  he 
still  considered  it  wrong,  despite  his 
Saturday  slip. 

Coach  Mond  blew  his  whistle,  and 
sixty  men  reacted  as  one:  up,  down, 
up,  down.  At  the  fraternity  house  the 
brothers  were  still  loafing.  Another 
school  year  had  begun. 

Two  pledges  standing  somewhat  off 
to  the  side  discussed  the  actives. 

“Hank,  I am  really  glad  I pledged 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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by  Tina  Fragale 


1*3311 


1*333! 


Dear  Mom, 

The  first  two  months  of  my  fresh- 
man year  have  been,  socially  speaking, 
pretty  dismal.  Things  looked  bright 
after  I met  Mary  Lou  in  English  class. 
I decided  to  call  and  ask  her  to  the 
Homecoming  Dance,  and  that  is  where 
my  problem  began. 

I called  the  number  that  everyone 
calls  to  get  someone  living  on  campus, 
and  the  strangest  things  began  to  hap- 
pen. First,  some  boy  answered  the 
phone  and  said,  “University  of  Mary- 
land.” Well,  I thought  that  was  being 
pretty  general  about  the  whole  thing, 
and  I told  him  that  I wished  him  to  be 
more  specific,  since  I was  at  the  Uni- 
versity of  Maryland,  and  didn’t  need 
anyone  to  tell  me.  Then  I suddenly 
wondered  what  a boy  was  doing 
answering  Mary  Lou’s  telephone.  Hop- 
ing he  was  her  brother,  I asked  for 
Mary  Lou  and  never  in  my  life  have 
I heard  anyone  get  so  angry  over  a 
simple  question.  I decided  it  couldn’t 
be  her  brother. 

When  he  stopped  fuming  he  asked 
me  where  Mary  Lou  lived.  Well!  I said 
that  I certainly  wouldn’t  tell  him,  and 
furthermore,  he  could  find  his  own 
girl.  He  finally  slick-talked  me  into 
telling  him  Mary  Lou’s  last  name,  and 
he  said  he  would  look  her  dormitory 
up  in  the  phone  book  for  me.  He 
thought  he  was  pretty  sly,  saying  he 
would  do  it  for  me,  but  I was  wise  to 
him  and  I sure  regretted  ever  telling 
him  Mary  Lou’s  last  name. 

After  a long,  awkward  silence,  the 


boy  said  that  there  were  three  people 
waiting  and  did  I want  to  wait  too?  I 
figured  Mary  Lou  must  be  pretty  pop- 
ular, with  three  people  waiting  to  talk 
to  her  and  I probably  wouldn’t  have  a 
chance.  But,  I didn’t  want  to  waste 
my  dime,  so  I waited.  I waited  there 
so  long  that  even  now  I get  a little 
homesick  for  that  phone  booth.  While 
I was  waiting,  1 wrote  down  how  I 
was  going  to  ask  Mary  Lou  to  the 
dance.  I decided  that  she  must  be 
quite  long-winded  because  it  was  half 
an  hour  before  that  boy  picked  up  the 
phone  and  said  he  would  ring  my 
number. 

I was  sure  mad  bv  this  time  because 
I knew  that  he  was  fibbing  about  the 
line  being  busy.  He  must  have  been 
there  talking  to  Mary  Lou  all  that 
time.  I got  even  madder  when  some 
girl  answered  the  phone  and  said, 
“Carol  Hall.”  Well,  I didn’t  even  know 
anyone  named  Carol  Hall,  and  I know 
that  boy  had  something  to  do  with  the 
whole  embarrassing  mess.  I told  Carol 
I was  sure  she  was  very  nice  and  that 
she  had  a charming  voice,  but  that  I 
was  somewhat  prejudiced  in  Mary 
Lou’s  favor  at  the  moment.  Out  of 
courtesy,  I added  that  maybe  I would 
ask  Carol  to  the  Christmas  Dance  in  a 
few  months. 

She  got  pretty  angry,  but  I can’t 
say  that  I blamed  Carol.  She  asked  me 
Mary  Lou’s  last  name  and  I told  her, 
hoping  she  wouldn’t  be  mad  with 
Mary  Lou.  Then  I was  sorry  I told  her, 
because  for  all  I know  she  could  have 


been  in  cahoots  with  some  boy  who 
was  trying  to  steal  Mary  Lou  from  me. 

I decided  by  that  time  that  I was 
never  going  to  get  to  talk  to  Mary,  so 
I threw  away  the  speech  I had 
planned.  Just  then  another  girl  an- 
swered the  phone.  I asked  her  who 
she  was  and  when  she  answered, 
“Mary  Lou,”  I almost  flipped!  I fran- 
tically scrambled  around,  looking  for 
my  speech,  and  accidentally  picked  up 
someone’s  Chem  notes  instead.  I was 
in  the  middle  of  reading  the  first  for- 
mula when  that  same  boy  got  on  the 
phone  and  said,  “Your  time  is  up,”  and 
hung  up  on  me. 

Can  you  imagine  the  nerve?  One 
would  think  he  was  pronouncing  a 
death  sentence.  I used  my  last  dime  to 
call  the  same  number  and  when  he 
answered  again,  I told  him  that  if  he 
was  going  to  be  so  nasty  about  it,  he 
could  have  Mary  Lou,  and  I hung  up 
on  him  that  time.  I didn’t  go  to  the 
Homecoming  Dance. 

Love, 

Eddie 

P.S.  Please  send  some  money— prefer- 
able in  dimes;  the  Christmas  dance  is 
coming  soon,  and  I think  I wall  ask 
Carol. 
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What  a Way  to  Go!! 


Even  the  traveling  salesman’s  descrip- 
tion of  the  farmer’s  daughter  wouldn’t 
do  justice  to  our  lovely  Old  Line  Girl 
of  the  Month,  Delta  Gamma’s  Ann 
Longfellow.  In  a series  of  photos  taken 
by  Vic  Holm  and  Glenn  Sears  the 
Junior  in  Education  is  hoping  the  tur- 
key won’t  turn  out  to  be  a fowl  ball!! 

With  Ann  around  as  consolation 
even  the  most  timid  Tom  Turkey  could 
face  Thanksgiving  Day  with  a smile!!! 


17 


Here 

Are  Your 

Cotton  Pickin’ 

Jokes 


An  office  girl  went  into  the  Hot  Shoppe 
on  her  lunch  hour  and  found  all  the 
tables  taken.  Finally  she  sat  down  at 
a table  with  a very  proper  and  digni- 
fied little  old  lady.  They  ate  silently, 
exchanging  not  a word  until  the  office 
girl  finished  and  lit  up  a cigarette. 

The  old  lady  gasped,  “I’d  rather 
commit  adultery  than  be  seen  smoking 
in  public,”  she  said  indignantly. 

The  office  girl  nodded.  “So  would 
I,”  she  admitted,  “but  I only  have  half 
an  hour  for  lunch.” 


“Do  you  want  to  sell  that  horse?” 

“Sure  I want  to  sell  the  horse,”  the 
farmer  replied. 

“Can  he  run?” 

“Can  he  run?  Look.”  He  then 
slapped  the  horse  and  off  he  trotted  at 
lull  speed. 

Suddenly  the  horse  ran  full  speed 
into  a tree. 

“Is  he  blind?”  the  young  fellow 
asked. 

“Hell  no,”  drawled  the  farmer,  “he 
just  doesn’t  give  a damn.” 


Now  Die 
Laughing  III 


“So  you  want  to  be  a lifeguard  here 
eh?  How  tall  are  you?”  “Six  feet,  eight 
inches,  sir.”  “Can  you  swim?”  “No, 
but  I can  wade  to  beat  hell.” 

* * $ 

“Goodness,  George!  This  is  not  our 
babv!  This  is  not  our  baby!  This  is  the 
wrong  carriage.”  “Shut  up!  This  is  a 
better  carriage.” 


“Waiter,  there’s  a splinter  in  my  cot- 
tage cheese.”  “What  do  you  expect  for 
a dime— the  whole  damn  cottage?” 

« $ o 

There’s  quite  a legend  about  the  man 
on  the  flving  trapeze  who  caught  his 
wife  in  the  act. 


"The  power  of  suggestion’s  too  much  for  Smiley.  Every 
time  they  play  ‘You  Go  to  My  Head,’  he  has  to.” 

COLUMNS 
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A young  man  about  town,  approach- 
ing a cigar  counter  behind  which  stood 
a cute  young  thing  said,  “Do  you  keep 
stationery?”  Said  the  cute  young  thing: 
“Yes,  up  to  a certain  point:  Then  I just 
go  all  to  pieces.” 

0 O 0 

There  were  two  cases  in  the  same  in- 
stitution of  delusions  of  grandeur.  An 
attendant  said  to  the  first  of  these. 
“What  makes  you  think  you’re  Na- 
poleon?” “God  told  me,”  he  answered. 
From  an  adjoining  cell  came  the  voice 
of  the  other.  “I  did  not.” 

0 0 0 

And  then  there  was  the  deaf  mute  who 
fell  into  the  well  and  broke  three  fin- 
gers screaming  for  help. 

0 0 0 

A college  student  was  fleecing  his  old 
man  hv  telling  hi  n he  had  acquired  a 
talking  dog.  As  the  dog  became  more 
learned,  the  son  wrote  home  for  more 
and  more  money  to  further  its  educa- 
tion. Finally  the  boy  asked  for  a thou- 
sand dollars  so  the  dog  could  learn  to 
speak  French. 

Soon  the  amazed  father  announced 
he  was  coming  to  see  this  amazing 
animal  and  the  student,  in  despera- 
tion, shot  the  dog  and  went  to  meet  his 
father  at  the  station. 

“Well,  son,  where’s  the  dog?” 

“Father,  I don’t  know  how  to  tell 
you  this,  but  I had  to  kill  him.  You  see 
this  morning  as  I was  shaving,  he 
looked  up  from  the  newspaper  and 
said,  “Is  your  father  still  playing 
around  with  the  maid?” 

“My  word,  are  you  sure  he’s  dead?” 

0 0 0 

A man  and  his  date  had  waded  through 
a Chinese  dinner,  and  were  about  to 
order  dessert.  The  man  advised  his 
date  to  order  fortune  cookies,  which 
he  explained  are  little  rice  cookies  with 
slips  of  paper  inside  on  which  fortunes 
are  printed. 

When  the  little  cake  arrived,  the  girl 
promptly  broke  hers  open  and  sure 
enough  on  the  slip  of  paper  inside  it 
said:  “You  will  meet  a tall,  dark  man 
and  marry  him.”  This  pleased  her  very 
much. 

Then  the  man  broke  open  his  cake 
and  looked  at  the  little  slip  of  paper. 
It  read:  “Help,  I am  a prisoner  in  a 
Chinese  bakery.” 


Drunk  DKE— “We’re  getting  closer 
to  town.” 

Drunk  KA— “How  do  you  know?” 
Drunk  DKE— “We’re  hitting  more 
people.” 

O 0 O 

She:  I nearly  fainted  when  the  fellow 
I was  out  with  last  night  asked  me  for 
a kiss. 

He:  Babv,  you’re  gonna  die  when 
you  hear  what  I have  to  say. 

0 0 0 

Customer:  “I’d  like  some  rat  poison, 
please.” 

Clerk:  “Will  you  take  it  with  you.” 
Customer:  “No,  I’ll  send  the  rats 
after  it.” 

0 0 0 

A despondent  old  gentleman  emerged 
from  his  club  and  climbed  into  his 
limousine. 

“Where  to,  sir?”  asked  the  chauf- 
feur. 

“Drive  off  a cliff,  fames.  I’m  com- 
mitting suicide.” 

0 0 0 

As  the  saying  goes,  whether  you’re  rich 
or  poor  it’s  always  nice  to  have  money. 
Whether  you’re  handsome  or  ugly  it’s 
always  nice  to  have  a face.  Whether 
you’re  a male  or  a female,  it’s  always 
nice  .... 

0 0 0 

“Well,  Jerry  finally  married  that  red- 
head.” 

“What  got  into  him?” 

“Buckshot.” 


National  Symphony 

HOWARD  MITCHELL 
Music  Director 

CONCERT  at  RITCHIE  COLISEUM 

Nov.  29th  at  8:30  P.  M. 

Pianist  SEYMOUR  LIPKIN 
PRICES 

STUDENT  TICKET  $1.00 

FACULTY  $2.00 

Sold  from:  Student  Union 
Albrecht's  Pharmacy 
Record  Center  or  Sally  Smith 
4610  College  Avenue 
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New  Voices  of  '56 


by  Wayne  Kennedy 

Leonard  Sillman’s  “New  Faces  of 
’56  isn’t  exclusive  to  that  neon  wilder- 
ness named  “theater  row”  in  New  York 
Citv.  Campus  radio,  better  known  as 
“The  Y’oice  of  the  Turtle,”  boasts  a 
list  of  air-time  apostles  which  might  be 
aptlv  entitled  “New  Voices  of  ’56.”  Al- 
though WMUC  has  its  share  of  vet- 
eran broadcasters  this  year,  talented 
newcomers  have  been  given  top  billing 
in  the  program  department. 

Heading  the  list  of  orally  clever  per- 
formers is  one  Jonathan  Gornall,  well 
known  public  relations  entitv.  JG,  a 
DJ,  comes  on  fast  with  an  up  beat 
tempo  that  makes  “pop”  ballads  sound 
like  so  much  baby  talk.  Featuring  such 
artists  as  Brubeck,  Kenton,  Mulligan 
and  Garner,  John  is  quite  emphatically 
on  the  modern  kick.  The  show,  “Mi- 
rage,” is  all  live;  there’s  no  tape.  If 
you’re  hip  (modern  for  “gone”),  fall 
in  on  “Mirage”  Tuesdays  and  Thurs- 
days at  10  p.m. 

Turning  from  the  modern  concepts 
of  contemporary  jazz,  one  finds  it  diffi- 
cult and  hardly  apropos  to  begin  a 
discussion  of  Rock  ’n  Roll.  What  does 
it  all  mean?  Is  this  music  in  its  most 


archaic  form?  Is  it  the  fettish  of  tin 
pan  alley  to  capitalize  on  a “good 
thing”?  Is  it  the  rhythm  native  to  the 
Neanderthal  Man?  Semantics  certainly 
won’t  solve  the  problem,  but  Disc 
Jockev  Mike  Townsend  might  turn  the 
trick.  Mike  features  Elvis  and  his  co- 
horts on  Wednesdays  from  8 to 
8:50  p.m. 

One  of  the  more  aesthetic  presenta- 
tions being  offered  at  WMUC  this 
season  is  “Afternoon  Concert.”  If  you 
should  sight  a tall,  dapper,  mustachi- 
oed, young  man  with  that  “far  away 
places”  look  in  his  eves,  this  is  “Baron” 
Von  Mayer.  He  earned  the  nick  name 
because  of  his  classic  profile  and  is 
master  of  ceremonies  on  “Afternoon 
Concert.”  If  you  enjoy  classical  music 
with  a regal  background,  tune  650kc 
at  3 p.m.  daily. 

Are  vou  the  proud  possessor  of  a 
personal  record  collection?  Would  you 
like  to  hear  vour  verv  own  records  over 
WMUC?  I thought  not.  Nevertheless, 
if  you  should  happen  to  change  your 
mind,  Fred  Gray  will  most  happily 
oblige.  It’s  not  that  campus  radio 
doesn’t  have  an  ample  supplv  of  rec- 
ords. Heavens,  no!  The  radio  station 
simply  likes  to  give  students  the 
chance  to  hear  their  collections  while 
being  interviewed  on  the  air.  If  you 
are  interested,  listen  to  “Disc  Collec- 
tion” Mondays  at  9:30  p.m. 

Men,  what’s  the  first  thing  you 
think  about  after  hopping  into  bed  at 


night?  Is  it  getting  . . . getting  . . . 
getting  a goodnight  kiss?  If  you  find 
yourself  counting  sheep  instead  of 
Jayne  Mansfield’s  then  you  had  better 
get  acquainted  with  WMUC’s  “Miss 
Midnight.”  She  does  whatever  you  re- 
quest, all  via  radio,  of  course.  Tune 
650kc  daily  at  midnight. 

FABLES 

Saw  Chris  Connor  at  Olivia’s  . . . 

Heard  campus  “Tracys”  need  public 
relations  counsel . . . 

Zal’s  giving  free  lunch  . . . 

Pick  up  on  Decca’s  “Calendar  Girl 
Party  M usic”  . . . 

Greek  rushers  get  new  gimmick  . . . 
Hie. 

Vet’s  third  party?  . . . 

Sure  that  “Green  Door”  shouldn’t  be 
red  . . . 

Got  your  turkey? 

GONE  NOW 


Suburban  Trust  Company 

A Strong , Friendly  Bank 

Visit  our  bank  in  the  College  Park  Shopping  Center. 

Personal  loans  and  checking  accounts,  and  2\/i%  paid 
^ on  savings.  Every  banking  and  trust  facility.  Night 
depository'  for  Fraternities  and  Sororities.  15  different 
offices  in  Prince  Georges  and  Montgomery  Counties. 


HOURS: 


Monday  thru  Friday,  8:30  A.M.  to  2:00  P.M. 
Friday  Evenings,  6:00  P.M.  to  8:00  P.M. 
Saturdays  8:30  A.M.  to  12  Noon 


MEMBER  FEDERAL  DEPOSIT  INSURANCE  CORPORATION 
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This  month  we  decided  to  walk 
around  campus  paying  more  attention 
to  the  more-or-less  obvious  artistic 
efforts  displayed  within  the  halls  of 
Maryland  U. 

First  stop,  the  Student  Union  lounge 
where  we  viewed  the  celebrated  por- 
trait of  Dean  Adele  Stamp.  Other  in- 
teresting paintings,  many  of  which  are 
done  bv  Colonel  Wharton,  head  of  the 
Art  Department,  are  in  various  meet- 
ing rooms. 

Charles  I,  King  of  England  and 
granter  of  Maryland’s  colonial  char- 
ter, is  at  the  left  of  the  Administration 
building  stairs,  while  his  Queen,  Hen- 
riette  Marie,  graces  the  right  side. 
Other  huge  oils  are  of  Cecil  and 
Leonard  Calvert,  the  Lords  Baltimore; 
Queen  Anne,  after  whom  Annapolis  is 


named,  and  distinguished  leaders  of 
the  University. 

A recent  portrait  in  the  Ad  Building 
is  that  of  Miss  Alma  Preinkert,  Regis- 
trar, who  was  mysteriously  murdered 
in  1954. 

Striking  black  and  white  photos  of 
University  Theater  productions  . . . 
Arsenic  and  Old  Lace,  Room  Service, 
Summer  and  Smoke,  Harvey,  Cvrano 
de  Bergerac,  Finian’s  Rainbow  . . . are 
displayed  in  Woods  Hall,  the  speech 
building. 

Now  to  A&S,  third  floor,  and  the  Art 
Department.  At  the  top  of  the  stairs 
the  bulletin  board  tells  about  Freer 
Art  Gallery’s  illustrated  lectures. 

Also  the  National  Gallery  of  Art  is 
presenting  a fabulous  15th  and  16th 
century  Italian  Renaissance  show  . . . 


Michaelangelo,  Donatello,  Botticelli. 
Cellini,  Raphel,  Donatelli.  It  opens 
November  21. 

About  the  same  time,  running 
through  December,  will  be  an  Alumni- 
Student  art  exhibit  presented  bv  the 
Art  Club.  According  to  club  president 
Brink  the  show  will  be  held  in  A&S. 

The  Art  Department  is  also  very 
proud  of  Professor  Maril,  teacher  of 
sculpture  and  creative  painting,  who 
exhibited  his  work  at  Bader  Franz  Art 
Gallery  last  month. 

For  the  future,  we  hope  the  new 
Journalism  Building  has  space  enough 
for  a spectacular  news  photography 
display  . . . and  that  the  library  will 
become  the  popular  center  for  both 
student  art  shows  and  imported  collec- 
tions. 


You  don't  have  to  go  to  college,  to  know  that  after 
eating,  drinking  and  smoking,  the  best 
breath  fresheners  of  all  art 


Sir//  only 
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EPPLEY 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

(Wiseman)  caught  a boy  at  Annie  A., 
but  he  didn’t  have  his  ID  card  and 
one  of  the  proctors  knew  him  so  we 
let  him  go.  We  never  did  find  him 
again.  I grabbed  a boy  at  the  Tri-Delt 
house  and  got  half  his  shirt.  Dan  and 
I were  the  onlv  ones  there.  I don’t 
know  where  all  the  cops  were.  The 
ones  we  caught  were  not  really  par- 
ticipants, but  we  heard  all  the  cases.” 

What  did  you  think  of  last  year’s 
proposed  SGA  constitution? 

“I  didn’t  like  it  in  parts.  The  legis- 
lative group— most  schools  don’t  have 
that  . . . the  Executive  Committee  can 
carry  on  as  much  legislation  as  is  nec- 
essary. In  other  schools  the  legislature 
got  into  international  actions  and  inci- 
dents because  they  didn’t  have  enough 
to  do.” 

What  about  the  Student  Court? 

“The  court  is  another  thing  . . . dis- 
cipline must  be  divided  up.  Courts 
like  the  girls’  dorms  have  work  but 
academic  offenses  don’t  want  student 
courts.  Some  of  the  cases  take  three 
hours  or  more  and  the  court  has  to 
meet  several  times  . . . some  of  the 
academic  cases  are  verv  involved.  The 
system  we  have  now  is  very  satisfac- 
tory. The  Deans  who  handle  academic 
discipline  have  had  experience.” 

What  about  the  Men’s  League  Court 
having  jurisdiction  over  fraternity 
members? 

“That’s  an  amusing  question.  In  the 
past  the  Men’s  League  had  not  had 
much  to  do  and  in  a logical  way  it 
should  (have  jurisdiction).  But  fra- 
ternities have  quite  a lot  of  money  in- 
vested in  their  organizations,  thou- 
sands of  dollars— not  that  that’s  any 


excuse— but  a person  without  back- 
ground might  find  it  difficult  to  under- 
stand the  fraternity  problems.  If  Men’s 
League  had  complete  control  of  fra- 
ternities, then  the  fraternities  would 
probably  take  over  Men’s  League. 
They  can  do  this  because  they  are 
organized.” 

Do  you  feel  the  drinking  ban  has 
been  enforced? 

“That’s  an  unfair  question.  I do  feel 
that  drinking  in  the  houses  has  been 
reduced.” 

Do  you  feel  the  Faculty  Senate  has 
any  real  authority? 

“I  don’t  know— it’s  all  new  and  hard 
to  evaluate  at  the  present  time.  The 
committees  have  a hard  time— they  get 
bogged  down  in  Administrative  de- 
tails and  can’t  function  as  a policy- 
making committee.  Everyone  hasn’t 
‘jelled,’  so  to  speak.  The  committees 
sav  ‘Is  that  our  function  or  the  other 
committee’s  function.’  ” 

Do  you  feel  Dr.  Elkins  has  carried 
out  a program  of  improving  the  Uni- 
versity’s academic  standing? 

“That’s  an  unfair  question.  There 
was  nothing  wrong  with  our  academic 
standing  before.  Even  the  Middle 
States  Association  didn’t  sav  that  . . . 
academic  procedures  were  criticized, 
maybe. 

“What  is  academic  standing  any- 
way? 

“Oh  . . . entrance  requirements,  re- 
quirements to  stay  in  school,  gradua- 
tion requirements  might  have  some- 
thing to  do  with  it.  Maybe  there  is 
some  criticism  on  the  admissions  pol- 
icy—but  the  policy  was  an  experiment. 

“There  are  manv  well-known  faculty 
members  here  too.  And  the  Institute 
of  Fluid  Dynamics,  for  instance,  I 
can’t  even  understand  what  they’re 


GATE 

INN 


Approved  by  Duncan  Hines 
Ford  Treasury  of  Famous 
Recipes  - AAA 


IRON  GATE  INN 

1 734  N St.,  N.  W.  Washington,  D.  C. 

THE  OPEN  GATE  TO  CHARM 
AND  GOOD  FOOD 

Lunch  from  12  Noon  - 2:45  P.  M. 

Dinners  5 P.  M.  - 7:45  P.  M. 

OPEN  7 DAYS  A WEEK 
FILET  MIGNON  • BREAST  OF 
CHICKEN  BAKED  IN  CREAM 
Famous  Butterscotch  Rolls 
EXCELLENT  FOOD  AT  REASONABLE  PRICES 

MEtropolitan  8-5179 


talking  about!  The  term  academic 
standing  has  been  misused— I think  a 
University  should  be  judged  on  the 
type  of  graduate.” 

Dean  Geary  Eppley  graduated  from 
the  University  of  Maryland  in  1920. 


“Mommy!  Mommy!”  bawled  the  little 
kid  down  at  Sunnyside.  “Daddy  just 
poisoned  my  little  kitten.” 

“Don’t  cry  dear,”  replied  the  mother 
sympathetically.  “Maybe  he  had  to.” 
“No,  he  didn’t,”  howled  the  heart- 
broken child.  “He  promised  me  I 
could.” 


L G Q>ctl(W  c°- 

your  Balfour  man 

HERB  BROWN 

406  WEST  SARATOGA  STREET 
BALTIMORE,  MD.  LE.  9-4066 

Fraternity  and  Sorority 

JEWELRY 

Favors  ^ Trophies  ☆ Mugs 
Stationery  ^ Knitwear 
Fraternity  and  Sorority  Badges 


S-T -R-E-T-C-H 

Those  Dollars 
at 

TED  CHAPMAN'S 

SINCLAIR  STATION 

GAS  AND  OIL  PRODUCTS 
COMPLETE  AUTO 
OVERHAULING  SERVICE 

Located  Just  V2  Mile 
North  of  the  U of  M 
on  U.  S.  #1 
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COOLER 
SMOKING 

STARTS  WITH  THE  TOBACCO. 
I FOUND  THAT  OUT  WHEN 
I SWITCHED  TO 

EDGEWORTH 


I 
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ONLY  EDGEWORTH  IS  CUT  THIS  WAY  TO  SMOKE 

8 TO  10  DEGREES  COOLER 


A MATTER 
OF  PRINCIPLE 

(Continued  from  page  14) 

Delta  Kappa,  they  really  have  some 
swingers.” 

“Yea,”  replied  his  buddy,  “I  think 
that  guy  Dick  is  the  greatest.  Does  he 
get  around!  Why  just  yesterday  Chuck 
was  telling  me  . . .” 


PEOPLE  I'VE  KNOWN 

(Continued  from  page  9) 

In  history  courses,  the  connections 
weren’t  usually  very  close.  He  just 
knew  a man,  who  had  a friend,  whose 
uncle’s  great,  great,  great  grandfather’s 
aunt’s  brother-in-law  had  worked  con- 
cessions for  the  company  who  found 
Tut’s  tomb. 

During  this  study  of  the  past,  the 
teachers  were  usually  outshone  by  the 
student,  (he  always  sat  next  to  me) 
who  could  refute  the  book.  He  didn’t 
care  what  the  blankety-blanketv  author 
said,  his  brother  had  been  at  the  Battle 
of  the  Bulge  and  they  never  sent  any 
telegram  back  when  asked  to  surren- 
der. He  knew. 

This  guy  is  only  excelled  by  the 
character  who  has  behind-the-scene 
relatives  in  higher  governmental  eche- 
lons. Senator  So-and-So  was  com- 
pletely footless  the  night  he  voted  aye 
on  the  pension  bill  and  furthermore 
the  flying  saucers  are  ours. 

Of  course,  the  worst  type  of  crude 
campus  character  is  the  fellow  who 
has  a fraternity  brother  who  really 
knocked  that  course.  Dropped  in  twice 
during  the  semester,  cut  all  the  hour 
exams,  was  sick  and  missed  the  final 
and  pulled  a B.  So  you  sign  up  for  a 
course,  drop  in  twice  during  the  se- 
mester, cut  all  hour  exams,  get  sick 
and  miss  the  final  and  pull  a 1-A  draft 
classification.  Draft-dodgers  all  or  in- 
valid 4-F’s  are  these  students,  one 
hears  about,  but  never  seems  to  meet. 

The  most  unforgettable  character  I 
have  “met”  that  I am  dying  to  meet  is 
a speech  student  described  by  a dic- 
tion teacher  to  my  sorority  sister. 
Theems  thith  kid  ith  thtill  on  camputh 
and  took  the  courth  lath  themethter. 
He  lithped  thomething  terrible. 

Funny  thing,  I wath  in  the  clath 
and  I can  not  plathe  the  perthon.  All 
theth  people  and  their  friendth— a 
bunch  of  phonieth. 


Do  you  want  cooler  smoking  too?  Then 
do  as  smart  smokers  everywhere  have 
done — switch  to  Edgeworth  and  prove 
the  difference  with  your  first  wonderful 
pipeful.  No  other  tobacco  can  duplicate 
the  Edgeworth  cut,  because  it’s  actually 
“ready^-rubbed”  by  an  exclusive  process. 
See  in  the  picture  what  a difference  this 
makes.  Edgeworth's  even-sized  chunks 
(Picture  C)  burn  slow  and  cool,  with 
never  a touch  of  tongue  bite. 

EDGEWORTH’S  SPECIAL  BURLEYS 

No  one  in  over  50  years  has  ever  equalled 
Edgeworth's  way  with  tobaccos.  Tobacco 


experts  agree  that  white  burley  is  best  of 
all  for  pipes.  But  Edgeworth  looks  for  a 
certain  type  of  white  burley,  grown  on 
well-drained  land  on  sunny  hillsides,  just 
like  fine  wine  grapes  or  fine  coffee.  Then 
these  special  hurleys  are  aged  for  years 
before  blending.  This  is  another  reason 
Edgeworth  smokes  cooler — 8 to  10  de- 
grees cooler  by  actual  test. 

EDGEWORTH’S  EXCLUSIVE  wrap- 
around pouch  is  heat-sealed.  Moisture 
can’t  get  in — freshness  can't  get  out. 


MADE  BY  LARUS  & BROTHER  CO.,  INC. 
RICHMOND,  VIRGINIA 

EDGEWORTH 


AMERICAS  FINEST 
PIPE  TOBACCO... 
CANADA'S  FINEST  TOO! 
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OL  Ott 
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me 
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Simply  fill  out  and  enclose 
$1.00  for  a year's  subscription 
and  send  in  to: 


THE  OLD  LINE 
University  of  Maryland 
College  Park,  Maryland 


If  she  asks  for  your  fraternity  pin, 
give  her  your  college  crest 


University  men,  here  it  is  — 
the  gift  that  says  so  much,  but 
not  too  much!  The  emblem  of 
your  alma  mater,  richly  hand- 
enameled  in  full  color  on  14K 
gold.  Marchal’s  original  and 
exclusive  service  to  college  men 
and  women.  Send  full  name  of 
your  school. 

MARCHAL  JEWELERS 


COLLEGE  CREST  CHARM  $15.00 

MAN’S  TIE  TACK  $15.00 

PIN  FOR  LAPEL  OR  SWEATER  $15.00 

14K  GOLD  CHARM  BRACELET  $12.50 

Jewelry  shown  actual  size.  Mail 
orders  promptly  filled.  Marchal 
Giftwrapped.  Free  catalog, 
“Charms  by  Marchal”,  of  over 
1400  charms  from  our  “World’s 
Largest  Collection.” 

(our  new  address)  745  Fifth  Avenue, 
between  57th  & 58th  Streets,  N.  Y.  22 


Name 


MARCHAL  SOLVES  YOUR  DATING  DILEMMA! 


Address 


v • n 

DROP  DEAD 


It's  a beautiful  moon-lit  night,  and 
you're  parked  in  an  open  convertible 
overlooking  the  water.  She  snuggles 
up  to  you  . . . you  put  your  arm 
around  her.  What  a night!  What  a 
girl!  One  thought  begins  to  run  through 
your  mind.  It  gathers  momentum  and 
leads  you  with  a rush  towards  the 
traditional  act  of  destiny  on  a night 
such  as  this.  But  wait  a minute,  fellow 


— think  again!  Is  this  the  girl  you  really 
want  to  give  your  fraternity  pin  to?  If 
there's  the  slightest  doubt— mind  you, 
just  the  slightest— better  give  her  your 
college  crest  instead.  It  says  so  much, 
but  never  too  much!  You  can  get  it, 
richly  enameled  on  14K  gold,  from 
Marchal  Jewelers,  745  Fifth  Avenue, 
New  York  City.  Send  full  name  of 
college  together  with  $15. 
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Jifter  Classes  Jt’s 

The 

TOWN  HALL  TAVERN 

"FOR  REFRESHMENT" 

UNDER  NEW  MANAGEMENT 
AND 

ENLARGED  GREATLY 
FOR  YOUR 

DINING  AND  DANCING 

Located  on  U.  S.  #1  - Just  a 
block  North  of  University  of 
Maryland 
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Chemical  progress  is  autoclaves,  test  tubes,  distillation  towers 
. . . hydrocarbons,  heterocyclic  compounds  . . . processes, 
polymerizations,  products. 

But  mostly,  chemical  progress  is  thinking  . . . men  think- 
ing. Little  men,  big  men,  medium  size  men  ...  in  lab  coats, 
business  suits,  overalls  ...  all  of  them,  always,  thinking. 

Thinking  up  new  products  . . . new  ways  to  make  chem- 
icals and  new  ways  to  use  them.  Thinking  up  more  comfort, 
more  convenience,  better  health,  for  everyone. 

Always,  the  old  things  have  to  be  improved,  and  the  new 


things  have  to  be  proved.  It  takes  more  thinking.  The  think- 
ing never  stops.  And  so  chemical  progress  never  stops.  It’s 
that  way  at  Koppers. 

You  can  be  one  of  these  men.  think- 
ing. You  can  create  some  of  the  chem- 
ical progress  that's  made  at  Koppers. 

The  products  are  many  . . . the  oppor- 
tunities myriad.  Consider  a career 
with  Koppers;  send  the  coupon  today. 


KOPPERS 

CHEMICALS 


Koppers  Company,  Inc. 

Industrial  Relations  Manager 
Dept.  C-116,  Koppers  Building 
Pittsburgh  19,  Pennsylvania 

Please  send  the  24-page  brochure  entitled  "Your  Career  at  Koppers 

Name  

School 


Address 
City  . . . 


State 


Winston 


ake  friends  with  WINSTON 


Switch  to  WINSTON  Americas  best-selling,  best-tasting  filter  cigarette ! 


Enjoy  finer  filter  smoking! 


Find  out  how  good  filter  smoking  can  be!  Make 
your  next  pack  Winston!  You’ll  like  the  flavor 
because  it’s  full  and  rich-tasting.  And  just  as 
important  — you’ll  like  the  exclusive  Winston  filter 
that  lets  the  flavor  come  through  for  you  to  enjoy. 
Try  Winston  for  finer  filter  smoking. 
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CHRISTMAS  1956 


engineers: 


Here’s  the  way  to  a 
better  life. . .with  unusual 
opportunities  and  security! 


This  may  well  be  the  most  important  ad- 
vertisement you  will  ever  read. 

Right  here,  in  the  area  you  know  so  well, 
one  of  the  finest  places  in  the  world  to  raise 
a family  and  live  a full,  rewarding  life,  there 
are  exceptionally  promising  opportunities 
for  engineers. 

Starting  salaries  are  attractive.  Chances 
for  advancement  have  never  been  better. 
The  gas  industry  is  the  sixth  largest  in  the 
country.  It  has  nearly  15  billion  dollars  in 
gross  assets,  employs  196,000  people,  has 
465,000  miles  of  pipeline,  serves  28  million 
people  coast-to-coast— and  is  considered  one 
of  the  fastest  growing  industries  today.  Here 
at  the  Washington  Gas  Light  Company, 
growth  has  been  phenomenal.  You’ll  find 
the  vitality  and  spirit  of  this  progressive 
company,  now  one  of  the  largest  in  the  in- 
dustry, is  contagious.  Our  engineering  staff 
is  top-flight.  That  means  you  will  be  working 
with  really  high-caliber  men  in  an  industry 
full  of  exciting  challenges. 


Most  important,  too,  you  will  find  an 
unusual  degree  of  security  here— freedom  to 
concentrate  on  your  work,  marry,  raise  a 
family  with  peace  of  mind.  Our  retirement 
plan  is  completely  paid  for  by  the  company. 

Life  and  hospitalization  insurance  is  par- 
tially paid  for  by  the  company.  Sickness 
benefits  and  vacation  allowances  arc  liberal 
and  increase  with  length  of  service. 

Seldom  have  young  graduate  engineers 
been  face-to-face  with  so  attractive  a com- 
bination of  good  earnings,  challenging  work, 
career  opportunities  and  security. 

Today,  the  "grass  is  greenest”  right  in 
your  own  backyard. 

Today,  you  can  make  the  most  important 
appointment  of  your  life. 

Get  in  touch  with  the  Washington  Gas 
Light  Company  for  details  on  how  you,  in 
particular,  can  benefit  from  the  rising  tide  of 
opportunities  in  the  gas  industry. 


Wouldn’t  you  like  to 
remain  in  this  area? 

Washington  enjoys  the  nation's  highest  per 
capita  income.  Rich  in  cultural,  recreational  and 
educational  facilities,  this  is  one  of  the  few  big 
cities  abounding  in  both  modestly-priced  luxury 
apartments  and  lovely,  close-in  suburban  areas. 


Call  or  write  today; 

Contact  Mr.  Dulin,  Republic  7-3275,  ext.  479; 
or  write  to  Washington  Gas  Light  Company, 
1100  II  Street,  N.W.,  Washington,  D.  C. 


WASHINGTON 


LIGHT  COMPANY 


ENGINEERING  UNDERGRADUATES:  Check  up  now  on  the  many  opportunities  for  summer  vacation  employment. 


Tale 

of 

Two 

Cities 

by  Tom  Nichols 


It  is  just  about  time  for  that  much 
needed  Christmas  vacation,  and  we 
know  a lot  of  vou  are  looking  forward 
to  a little  entertainment  about  the 
area.  We  hope  to  provide  you  with 
a few  ideas  with  which  you  may  have 
a very  interesting  holiday. 

Perhaps  you  would  like  to  hear 
different  tones  than  the  ringing  of 
Christmas  bells;  if  so,  the  Charles 
Hotel  at  1338  R Street  has  a good  bit 
of  dixieland  jazz  to  take  the  ringing 
out  of  your  ears.  Prices  at  the  Charles 
are  about  average  and  won’t  break  vou 
if  you  take  your  date.  Smoke  and  noise 
provide  the  proper  atmospheric  condi- 
tions for  a very  enjoyable  evening. 
Booker  Coleman  will  give  you  some  of 
the  best  dixie  sounds  around  the  D.  C. 
area. 

Maybe  you  have  considered  taking 
your  girl  out  to  dinner  during  the  holi- 
days. The  Iron  Gate  Inn  on  N Street, 
one  half  block  east  of  Connecticut 
Avenue  is  a very  unique  culinary 
haven.  It  seems  the  Iron  Gate  was  once 
the  horse  stable  belonging  to  an  old 
Spanish-American  War  general.  This 
spot  "ow  belongs  to  the  Dean  of  the 
Home  Economics  College  at  the  Uni- 
versity of  Maryland. 

The  Inn  has  been  restored  and  still 
contains  the  stalls,  hayracks,  and  feed- 
boxes  that  were  there  years  ago.  The 
food  is  nothing  but  fabulous  as  vou 
would  agree  if  you  tasted  their  breast 
of  chicken  in  cream  with  butterscotch 
rolls.  Dinners  run  from  $1.75  to  $3.75 
between  the  hours  of  5 P.M.  to  7:45 
P.M.  The  Iron  Gate  is  approved  bv 
Duncan  Hines  and  is  well  worth  a 
visit. 

For  those  of  you  around  the  Be- 


thesda-Chevy  Chase  vicinity,  we  found 
a lounge  by  the  name  of  the  Silver  Fox , 
located  at  5324  Wisconsin  Avenue 
near  Western  Avenue.  This  is  what  we 
call  a hi-fidelity  night  club  (D.  C. 
tvpe)  with  the  best  in  food  and  music. 
Steaks  and  chops  are  “done  up”  over 
an  open  fire  on  charcoal  broilers  in 
a spotless  kitchen  which  is  open  to 
the  public.  Dinners  are  a little  high 
but  you  won’t  be  wasting  your  money. 
The  lounge  is  dim  and  perfect  for 
lovers  (of  ??).  You  hear  varying  kinds 
of  music  from  two  pianos  and  a violin 
which  set  the  moody  theme  of  this 
rendezvous. 

For  those  of  you  up  around  Balti- 
more way  and  the  few  that  are  staying 
around  the  College  Park  area,  there  is 
a place  by  the  name  of  Max  Blohhs 
nearby.  It  is  located  twelve  miles  from 
College  Park  at  the  Odenton  turnoff 
horn  the  Baltimore-Washington  Park- 
wav.  It  has  a definite  Nordic  atmos- 
phere, somewhat  like  a rathskeller. 
Twentv-five  cents  is  the  price  of  admis- 
sion and  fifty  cents  for  each  bottle  of 
that  wonderful  tonic  “Wurtzburger 
Bubbly.”  Max,  the  unusual  fellow  who 
owns  this  spot,  is  a very  congenial 
host.  He  makes  at  least  one  trip  to 
everv  table  to  say  hello  and  sell 
chances  on  the  door  prize  and  draw- 
ing. Most  of  the  dances  are  polkas 
with  a few  other  types  every  now  and 
then.  A colorful  place  to  show  your 
date  or  a very  friendly  place  to  be 
when  you  are  stag.  Max’s  has  a lot  to 
offer  in  the  way  of  “different”  enter- 
tainment. 

For  those  who  like  their  entertain- 
ment a little  risque  there  is  a spot  by 
the  name  of  “The  Wheel”  located  on 
Bladensburg  Road  near  Peace  Cross. 
A crew  bv  the  name  of  the  “Three 


Spots”  do  the  tricks  on  a small  stage 
in  the  back.  Alost  of  the  music  is  rock 
’n  roll  and  lias  a sexy  flavor  to  it.  One 
of  the  “spcA^loes  a comedy  act  in  the 
middle  of*the  show  which  will  cause 
you  to  look  around  to  see  if  anv 
women  are  present.  Towards  the  end 
of  the  evening,  of  coarse,  there  is  the 
strip  finale  which  features  an  exotic 
dancer.  Might  I remind  you  that  this 
is  not  the  place  for  extreme  conserva- 
tists. 

At  the  end,  I would  like  to  recom- 
mend a few  small  places  that  were 
referred  to  me  by  my  readers. 

The  Cavalier  serves  very  tasty  pizza 
for  a snack  after  the  movies  down- 
town. The  address  is  3459  14th  Street 
N.W.  The  Crosstown  at  3102  Mt. 
Pleasent  Street  N.W.  has  a quiet  at- 
mosphere and  a good  combo  for  danc- 
ing. Phil’s,  located  at  7303  Georgia 
Avenue  is  a nice  spot  to  stop  for  a glass 
of  bubbly  after  a night  on  the  town. 

If  any  of  you  have  any  tips  about 
a good  niterv,  let  me  know  via  note  to 
Tom  Nichols,  Old  Line  Office,  Publica- 
tions Building. 
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IRON  GATE  INN 

1734  N St.,  N.  W.  Washington,  D.  C. 


THE 


OPEN  GATE  TO  CHARM 
AND  GOOD  FOOD 


Approved  by  Duncan  Hines 
Ford  Treasury  of  Famous 
Recipes  - AAA 


Lunch  from  12  Noon  - 2:45  P.  M. 
Dinners  5 P.  M.  - 7:45  P.  M. 

OPEN  7 DAYS  A WEEK 

FILET  MIGNON  • BREAST  OF 
CHICKEN  BAKED  IN  CREAM 
Famous  Butterscotch  Rolls 
EXCELLENT  FOOD  AT  REASONABLE  PRICES 

MEtropolitan  8-5179 
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BALTIMORE 


/ Program  for 
/ Progress  at 

GAS  AND  ELECTRIC  COMPANY 


Growth  and  stability  are  predominant  features  of  the 
electric  and  gas  utility  industry.  These  services  provide 
the  energy  for  America’s  ever-expanding  industrial 
production  . . . the  basis  of  ever-rising  standards  of 
living.  The  industry  today  is  experiencing  the  greatest 
growth  in  its  history,  and  new  advances — in  production, 
distribution,  utilization — are  indicative  of  dynamic  de- 
velopment ahead.  It  is  a field  that  commands  the  atten- 
tion of  college  men  with  vision  and  initiative  . . . where 
assurance  of  a successful,  interesting,  well-paying  career 
depends  solely  upon  the  individual  s ability  and  amb.tion. 

POSITIONS  AVAILABLE  Baltimore  Gas  and  Electric 
Company  has  more  than  doubled  its  electric  generating 
capacity  in  the  past  ten  years  and  its  output  of  gas  has 
tripled.  Over  200  million  dollars  will  be  spent  in  the 
next  five  years  for  new  construction.  Such  growth  spells 
great  OPPORTUNITY.  We  have  immediate  placement 
for  graduates  in  engineering — electrical,  mechanical, 
civil,  industrial,  chemical — in  finance,  accounting  and 
business  administration.  Our  business  comprises  all 
phases  of  utility  operation,  from  the  planning  and  con- 
struction of  new  plant  facilities  to  sales  engineering  in 
applying  power  and  fuel  for  users  of  service.  The  varied 
nature  of  these  operations  puts  a premium  on  your 
capacity  to  learn,  to  accept  responsibility,  to  develop 
your  capabilities  and  earning  power.  It  offers  wide 
opportunity  to  find  the  sphere  of  work  in  which  you  will 
derive  greatest  satisfaction  ...  to  concentrate  your  efforts 
where  your  talents  and  interests  can  best  be  applied. 
Summer  work  is  available  for  pre-graduate  students. 

SIZE  AND  SCOPE  OPERATIONS  Baltimore  G & E 
serves  a 2,283  sq.  mi.  area,  fronting  the  Chesapeake  Bay, 
which  comprises  one  of  America  s major  metropolitan 
centers,  a seaport  of  the  first  magnitude,  heavy  concentra- 
tions of  widely  diversified,  rapidly  expanding  indus- 
try, and  productive  rural  sections.  The  Company  ranks 


An  experienced  operator  explains  the  gas  pressure 
control  equipment  to  an  engineer  trainee. 


Young  engineers  apply  their  knowledge  and  skill 
in  maintenance  of  large  power  equipment. 


with  America’s  larger  utilities,  with  almost  half  a million 
electric  customers,  359.000  gas  customers;  and  personnel 
totaling  over  7,900.  Quality  of  service,  caliber  of  man- 
agement, relations  with  customers  have  gained  national 
recognition  in  the  utility  field. 

PERSONAL  ADVANTAGES  At  Baltimore  G & E you 
will  find  full  scope  for  continued  growth  and  advance- 
ment ...  a position  which  carries  prestige  that  comes 
with  association  in  an  organization  of  recognized  com- 
munity leadership  and  importance.  You  will  enjoy  the 
advantage  of  liberal  personnel  policies,  congenial  working 
conditions  with  able  associates,  an  atmosphere  of  high 
morale.  Job  benefits  are  significant;  relating  to  sickness, 
hospitalization,  life  insurance,  retirement,  vacation,  social 
activities  and  other  features. 

ADVANCED  STUDIES  To  encourage  employees  to  en- 
hance their  educational  status  and  earning  capacity,  our 
Educational  Assistance  Plan  offers  complete  financing, 
with  refund  of  tuition  and  fees  to  those  who  complete 
approved  graduate  courses.  Educational  facilities  here 
for  advanced  study  are  unsurpassed. 

WRITE  FOR  THIS  BOOK 

24  pages  of  information 
about  job  opportunities  at 
Baltimore  G&E.  Our  repre- 
sentatives visit  many  colleges 
and  universities.  Ask  your 
placement  director  about  an 
interview,  or  write  J . W . 

Carothers,  Manager . Person- 
nel Department,  Baltimore 
Gas  and  Electric  Company. 

1612  Lexington  Building, 

Baltimore  3,  Md. 


Christmas,  1956  years  later  . . • 


Several  Yuletides  ago,  George  S. 
Kaufman,  noted  playwright  and  satir- 
ist, made  a cynical  allusion  concerning 
the  Carol  “Silent  Night.”  Mr.  Kaufman 
was  rather  tired  of  hearing  the  melody 
and  said  so  before  a coast-to-eoast 
radio  and  TV  audience. 

This  brought  forth  thousands  of  let- 
ters from  outraged  listeners,  and 
caused  Mr.  Kaufman’s  employers  to 
silence  him  at  night  for  several  weeks. 
After  several  apologies  Mr.  Kaufman 
got  his  job  back,  and  though  he  may 
not  agree,  this  incident  illustrates  very 
pointedly  the  very  special  place  re- 
served for  Christmas  in  the  hearts  of 
the  American  people. 

No  one  can  get  too  sentimental  on 
Christmas  Day,  and  the  same  old  Car- 
ols sound  just  as  new  year  after  year— 


because  the  Spirit  of  Christmas  will 
never  lose  its  flavor,  even  if  practiced 
all  year  long.  In  keeping  with  the  sea- 
son the  Old  Line  staff  has  put  their 
best  pens  forward,  both  on  copy  paper 
and  Bristle  board,  in  order  to  send 
you  a special  Christmas  issue. 

Dinah  Brown  has  written  a very  re- 
vealing study  of  one  of  the  great 
Poets  of  our  time,  Juan  Ramon 
jiminez.  Tina  Fragale  has  recorded  the 
tradition  and  jollity  behind  Maryland’s 
most  anticipated  post-Christmas  show, 
the  KA  Minstrel.  Art  Editor  Steck 
Brink  and  his  staff  have  produced 
what  we  feel  is  a fine  artistic  comple- 
ment to  the  literary  (and  we  use  the 
word  in  its  broadest  sense)  content  of 
the  Christmas  issue. 

—The  Editor 
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by  Stan  Hames 

The  forthcoming  Christmas  session 
fills  in  with  mixed  thoughts  of  tender- 
ness and  joy  . . . the  friendly  group 
huddled  around  the  fireplace  singing 
Christmas  carols  . . . the  midnight 
sleigh  rides  and  the  turkey  dinner  and 
the  fun  of  decorating  the  Christmas 
tree  . . . the  wild  orgies  in  the  suppos- 
edly vacant  fraternity  house. 

Certainly  Christmas  means  more  to 
most  of  us  than  just  turkey  dinner, 
parties,  and  giving  presents— it  means 
receiving  them.  C.  J.  Gymp,  now  ex- 
posed as  Hal  Williamson,  Junior  in 
A.  & S.,  relates  his  fondest  wish: 
Ten  shares  in  the  beach  club  and  a 
fur-lined  flask  that  never  runs  dry.  The 
TKE’s  want  a new  bell  (the  original 
was  stolen  back  bv  the  rightful  owners 
at  American  University  and  sunk  into 
thirty'  feet  of  concrete).  The  SAE’s 
want  the  other  half  of  their  lion  which 
was  reportedly  dvnamited  in  half  by 
friends. 

The  campus  is  alive  with  song  and 
decorations  to  herald  in  the  New  Year 
. . . the  beautiful  green  water  (along 
with  mixed  ornaments)  in  the  fountain 
in  front  of  the  Math  Building  . . . the 
highway  in  back  of  Fraternity  Row 
. . . Sam  Green’s  phone  number  on  the 
wall  in  the  telephone  booth  in  the 
Student  Union  (available  for  dates 
anytime,  he  says). 

Even  the  instructors  are  filled  with 
(the)  spirit.  Finding  that  most  of  his 
class  failed  an  hourly  exam.  Professor 
Price,  Engineering  Department,  de- 
cided to  give  them  a second  chance 
and  threw  a pop  hour  exam  the  next 
meeting.  Oddlv  enough  it  was  the 
same  exam,  and  not  so  oddly  enough, 
everyone  did  the  same  as  before.  Good 


way  to  ferret  out  the  better  student, 
he  said. 

Aside  from  the  Christmas  theme, 
campus  social  happenings  are  of  note. 
The  campus  leaders  have  formed  a 
powerful  clique  which  meets  every 
night  of  the  week  at  a famous  spot  on 
Route  1 called  the  Knottv  Pine.  Role 
is  taken  nightly  and  more  than  three 
cuts  means  an  automatic  suspension. 
Monday  night  they  meet  after  frater- 
nity' meetings;  Tuesday,  it’s  SGA; 
Wednesday,  just  for  the  hell  of  it; 
Thursday,  it’s  IFC  and  Men’s  League. 
This  spot  really  has  become  popular 
recently  and  is  growing  in  clientele  bv 
leaps  and  bounds. 

Shapely  Gail  Day,  Sophomore  in 
A & S,  had  a stimulating  experience 
recently.  A young  fraternity  pledge 
had  the  task  of  measuring  her  sorority 
pin  with  a cumbersome  micrometer. 
“Certainly,”  she  said,  as  she  be- 
gan unfastening  the  clasp  from  her 
sweater.  “But  you  don’t  understand,” 
said  the  pledge,  “I  have  to  . . . well, 
er,  you  see  I . . .”  She  finally  agreed. 

“Ladies  of  the  evening,”  to  use  a 
hackneyed  expression,  seem  to  be 
desperate  for  companionship  these 
days.  Two  coeds,  one  by  the  name  of 
Mary  Lou,  made  an  appearance  in 
back  of  Alleganv  D.  one  evening.  They 
desired  admittance  into  the  dorm  to 
search  for  football  players.  A crowd 
gathered  quicklv.  “But  no  football 
players  are  available,”  said  a persua- 
sive young  engineer.  “But  onlv  foot- 
ball players  will  do,”  demanded  the 
girls  in  no  uncertain  terms.  “But  won’t 
I do?”  came  other  shouts.  After  a short 
time  the  girls  left,  disgusted  with 
Maryland’s  new  athletic  program. 

A new  song  on  campus,  sung  to  the 
tune  of  “If  You  Knew  Susie,”  is  called 


“If  You  Knew  Suez.”  The  Sigma  Chi’s 
chanted  this  up  and  down  College 
Avenue  while  dressed  as  fighting 
Arabs. 

A personal  ad,  turned  into  me,  read 
something  like  this:  “Susie  Snowcrop 
says,  ‘Little  Jack  Frost,  get  lost; 
Sammy  Summer  is  coming  to  town  for 
Christmas.’  ” Figure  this  one  out  and 
you  get  an  extra  copy  of  the  Old  Line. 

Final  note:  We’re  sorrv  that  we 
can’t  include  in  this  column  the  porno- 
graphic section  which  we  had  planned 
to  have.  Just  as  we  were  going  to 
press  our  pornograph  broke  down!! 
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by  Dick  Wilson 


The  Sherwood  Swingers 


It  was  winter  in  Sherwood  Forest  and 
1 King  Richard  was  away  touring 
Western  Europe  with  his  big  road 
show,  “111  Noise  From  the  Dark  Ages.” 
Evil  Prince  John  had  long  had  eyes 
for  King  Richard’s  flourishing  booking 
agency  and  recording  company  and 
was  determined  to  seize  the  firm 
while  Richard  was  parading  his  mad 
sounds  around  the  continent.  He  had 
amassed  a staggering  amount  of  loot 
and  had  begun  to  buy  off  the  King’s 
talent. 

Robin  Hood  and  his  band  of  hip- 
sters, the  Studs  of  Sherwood  Forest, 
were  hip  to  the  Prince’s  motives  and 
fell  by  Nottingham  Castle  disguised 
as  a rock-and-roll  band  seeking  an 
audition.  After  laving  down  a few  bars 
of  “Don’t  Be  Cool,”  they  began  to 
erase  the  Prince’s  troops  by  cutting 
their  throats  with  broken  Fats  Domino 
records. 

The  Prince,  seeing  his  army  of  nards 
falling  all  around  him,  called  out  his 
barefooted  reserves.  They  captured 
Robin  and  dispatched  the  green  studs 
back  into  the  forest.  Robin  was  bound 
and  brought  before  the  diseased 
Prince.  John  spoke,  “Robin,  you  have 
dealt  a great  blow  to  my  enterprise  by 
laving  out  a hundred  of  my  men  and 
making  a shambles  of  my  recording 
studios.  You  should  be  punished  se- 
verely but  I’ll  let  you  go  scot  free  if 


you’ll  lead  me  to  the  hiding  place  of 
King  Richard’s  top  artists  ...  I have 
reason  to  believe  that  you  are  shelter- 
ing the  Duke  of  Ellington,  the  Count 
of  Basie,  the  Earl  of  Swope,  the  Short- 
ness of  Rogers,  the  Rat,  Sir  Charles 
Thompson,  and  the  swinging  vocalist, 
Maid  Marian,  in  your  forest  den.  It 
would  be  wise  to  lead  me  to  them,  for 
if  you  don’t  I have  a flawless  method 
of  persuading  you.” 

“Irving,  I am  forced  to  reject  you,” 
replied  Robin.  “At  this  very  moment 
King  Richard  is  returning  with  the 
road  show.  He  was  hipped  to  your 
plot  while  in  Sweden  and  he’ll  soon  be 
on  the  scene.” 

“Richard’s  men  will  wail  not  in  this 
castle,”  said  John,  “for  as  soon  as  I 
sign  the  talent  that  is  hung  up  in  the 
horticulture  with  your  men,  he  will  not 
have  the  names  to  gain  any  bookings 
at  the  local  clubs  and  his  record  com- 
pany will  be  obliterated.  Tomorrow  I 
will  release  the  first  record  on  my  own 
label,  ‘Knight  Train’  and  ‘Medievilness’ 
by  the  Sheriff  of  Nottingham  Soptet.” 

“Like  you  are  very  sick,”  spoke 
Robin,  “and  I have  no  news.”  With 
this,  Prince  John  flew  into  a rage  and 
ordered  Robin  to  the  dungeon  to  be 
subjected  to  various  tortures. 

First  he  was  thrown  into  a sound- 
proof room  and  Bill  Halev  and  Ernest 
Tubb  records  were  piped  in  over  a 


loudspeaker.  Robin  writhed  in  agony 
and  when  they  finally  removed  him  he 
was  approaching  delirium.  He  was 
taken  to  another  dungeon  and  placed 
in  a room  with  four  hillbilly  musicians. 
As  a guard  stood  over  him  he  was 
forced  to  sit  in  on  guitar  as  the  goons 
played  “I  Don’t  Hurt  Anymore”  44% 
times. 

Meanwhile,  at  the  hideout  of  the 
Sherwood  Studs,  a session  was  taking 
place.  While  waiting  for  the  return  of 
Richard  and  the  frantic  mob,  the  Will 
Scarlett  Trio,  with  Friar  Tuck  on  bass 
and  Little  John  on  drums,  were  play- 
ing a few  Bill  Potts  arrangements. 
After  storming  on  “I’m  in  the  Moat  For 
Love,”  Maid  Marian  took  a vocal  on 
“How  High  the  Men,”  arid  then  the 
trio  broke  into  “Robin’s  Nest,”  their 
theme  song.  As  Friar  Tuck  was  laying 
down  a wild  eight  bars,  King  Richard 
and  his  Third  Horde  fell  in  through 
the  shrubbery.  As  the  musicians  re- 
newed old  acquaintances,  King  Rich- 
ard spoke  to  Will.  “What  happens. 
Face?” 

“Bad  jazz,”  replied.  “Robin  is  being 
held  prisoner  by  that  pinnacle  of  un- 
coolness, Prince  John.  We  must  call 
a halt  to  his  treacherous  plans.” 

“I’m  hip,”  said  swinging  Richard. 
“We  ll  lay  out  a few  bars  until  even- 
tide and  then  make  it  to  the  castle  en 
masse.” 

“Nutty,”  said  Will.  Thereupon, 
Richard  produced  a second-hand  bari- 
tone that  was  laid  on  him  by  Gerry 
Mulligan  and  both  groups  swung  into 
“Jousting  With  Symphony  Sid.” 

Dimness  approached  . . . the  group 
hopped  into  their  chartered  Grey- 
hounds and  set  out  for  their  one- 
nighter  at  John’s  pad.  Arriving  at  the 
scene,  a great  clamor  echoed  through- 
out the  forest  as  the  whole  band  came 
on  like  Jazz  at  the  Philharmonic  and, 
in  fact,  Norman  Granz  was  on  the 
scene  with  a recorder  transcribing  the 
loud  happenings  to  be  issued  later  as 
“Robin  Hood  Collates.” 

As  the  cool  ones  stormed  the  castle 
walls,  John’s  men  tried  to  cut  the  take 

(Continued  on  page  21) 
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The  Private 
World  of 
Juan  Ramon 
Jimenez 

by  Dinah  Brown 


Editor’s  Note:  Juan  Ramon  Jimenez,  is 
a Nobel  Prize  winner,  and  a former 
member  of  the  Faculty  at  the  Univer- 
sity of  Maryland. 

young  man  watched  his  father  die 
one  long  night  in  Spain— and  fled 
to  a sanitorium  in  France  in  a state  of 
acute  depression.  A middle-aged  man 
with  a seldom  smile  bought  a house 
with  a yard  in  College  Park— and  fed 
the  squirrels  and  birds  delightedly.  An 
old  man  with  crucified  eyes  who  likes 
to  celebrate  his  birthday  on  Christmas 
Eve  won  the  Nobel  prize  for  poetry. 

Juan  Ramon  Jimenez  lives  in  Puerto 
Rico  now;  he  hasn’t  seen  the  lovely 
warmth  of  Spain  for  many  years. 

His  father  was  a solitary  man  from 
a region  of  lonely  people.  His  mother 
was  gay  and  laughing  and  loving.  Juan 
was  a boy  learning  to  ride  a horse, 
following  his  father  over  the  acres 
of  vineyards,  watching  the  Bodeges— 
the  winemaking— and  seeing  the  rich 
beauty  of  the  olive  groves  and  the 
Spanish  plains. 

Moguer  of  Puerto  de  Palos,  his 
birthplace,  was  rich  with  the  traditions 
of  Columbus’  voyages  and  his  child 
life  was  crowded  with  romance. 

Juan  met  the  priests  of  the  Society 
of  Jesus  and  discovered  poetry  and 
great  literature.  But  already,  he  had 


a dream— he  would  be  a painter,  an 
artist. 

Juan  fled  to  France,  met  “Symbol- 
ism,” and  returned  to  Moguer  to  write 
the  “full  of  sadness”  poems,  the  Arias 
Tristes.  “The  poems  produce  a sweet 
melancholy,  a nostalgia;  they  are  pure 
lyricism,”  said  an  admirer. 

And  Juan  Ramon  became  the  center 
of  poetry  in  Spain.  He  wrote  Platero  y 
Yo,  of  a man  and  a donkey.  The  little 
book  took  twenty  years  to  gain  recog- 
nition. 

He  wrote  and  wrote— and  showed 
no  concern  if  the  substance  of  his  soul 
was  presented  and  published.  Poems 
lay  in  his  drawer  for  five  and  six  years 
as  he  recreated  them,  as  he  “relived” 
them. 

And  then  he  found  Zenobia  Aymar 
and  followed  her  to  New  York  and 
married  her. 

He  saw  the  “Dissenter’s  Golden 
Age”  in  America— Edna  St.  Vincent 
Millay,  Amv  Lowell,  T.  S.  Eliot,  Rob- 
ert Frost.  He  returned  to  Spain  a bet- 
ter poet. 

He  gathered  a circle  of  young  sensi- 
tives and  guided  them  as  he  had  been 
guided:  Garcia  Lorca,  Pedro  Salinas, 
Rafael  Alberti. 

All  new  ideas  began  here— and  the 
ideas  shifted  constantly.  He  returned 
purity  to  poetry,  ideally,  no  longer 
sentimental. 


His  family  envisioned  the  son  in 
another  role,  and  Juan  consented  to 
study  law  at  the  University  of  Seville. 

There  Juan’s  vision  of  himself  as  a 
great  artist  disappeared,  his  classes 
suffered  (he  flunked  the  History  of 
Spain),  and  he  began  to  argue  with 
his  teachers  about  poetic  values.  He 
began  to  spend  his  money,  his  time, 
himself  on  reading  and  writing— poetry. 
He  read  too  long  and  wrote  too  many 
hours;  the  young  poet  had  a nervous 
breakdown.  He  went  home  and  de- 
voted himself  completely  to  poetry 
initiating  correspondence  with  literary 
circles  in  Madrid.  He  even  published 
some  poems  in  the  magazine  of  Anda- 
lusia. He  was  not  yet  twenty. 

The  period  of  Modernism  was  just 
beginning  for  Spanish  poetry,  fathered 
by  Ruben  Dario.  Juan  responded  to 
the  new  freedom,  and  published  a 
poem  in  a Madrid  magazine. 

He  was  praised  and  criticized  and 
a familiar  name  now  in  the  tight  circle 
of  Spanish  greats:  Valle  Inclan,  Villae- 
spesa,  Rueda.  They  encouraged  him  to 
publish  his  poems  and  two  volumes 
appeared— two  volumes  of  poetry  that 
Juan  Ramon  would  rather  forget.  He 
destroys  every  copy  that  comes  into 
his  possession. 

And  his  wife  guided  him,  guarded 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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“■i|Y,  but  that  party  was  fun!  And 
}||  weren’t  those  new  neighbors  of 
the  Stewart’s  an  adorable  couple?”  said 
Paula  Grigsby,  tired,  yet  delighted. 

“Yes,  it  and  they  were  nice,  but 
Christmas  Eve  is  the  time  to  be  in  your 
own  home,”  answered  Herb  Grigsby, 
her  husband. 

Paula  removed  a heavy  coat, 
stretched,  and  spoke  again.  “I  hope 
Herb  Junior  didn’t  give  Nana  too 
much  trouble  while  we  were  gone.  It 
sounds  as  though  they  are  both  asleep. 
What  dears  they  are.” 

“Speaking  of  sleep,  you  had  better 
run  off  to  bed  vourself.  I can  decorate 
the  garden;  it’ll  get  me  in  the  spirit 

A 

Christmas 

Garden 

by  Jack  Gable 


of  things.  After  all,  you  spent  the  after- 
noon decorating  the  tree.  Some  of  this 
fun  belongs  to  me,”  said  Herb  good- 
naturedly. 

“You’re  sweet,”  yawned  Paula.  “How 
lucky  I am  to  have  you.  Well,  good- 
night and  Merry  Christmas,  Dear.” 

She  kissed  him,  started  up  the  stairs, 
and  returned  to  kiss  him  again. 

Herb  laughed.  “You’ve  had  too 
much  to  drink  tonight,”  he  said,  play- 
fully scolding.  Paula  laughed  too.  She 
gave  him  a light  jab  to  the  chin,  and 
went  up  the  stairs. 

He  watched  her  until  she  turned  the 
corner  at  the  top  of  the  stairs  and 
threw  a kiss.  Having  returned  the 
affection,  he  began  decorating. 

Herb  hummed  as  he  worked  and 
smiled  at  the  prospect  of  little  Herb 
being  thrilled  with  the  festive  garden 
the  following  morning. 


He  permitted  his  mind  to  wander  on 
the  subject.  “It  should  be  just  fine.  I 
have  all  that’s  needed  to  make  this  the 
best  Christmas  garden  in  the  neighbor- 
hood. Just  look  at  all  the  stuff.  Here’s 
a railway  station,  express  train,  com- 
plete village,  trucks,  autos,  and  the 
traditional  tin  soldiers.  Ah,  the  fun  I 
had  vvi  th  such  soldiers  when  I was 
a bov. 

“It’s  amazing  how  realistic  the  toys 
are  nowadays.  All  of  these  are  built  to 
scale  for  just  the  right  effect.” 

In  somewhat  over  two  hours,  the 
garden  was  completed.  All  the  essen- 
tials of  perfection  were  present.  The 
garden  contained  carefully  laid  out 
roads,  homes  with  attractive  land- 
scapes, traffic,  and  as  a final  touch, 
there  was  a precision-like  parade  of  tin 
soldiers  marching  down  the  main 
street  of  the  cardboard  village.  He 
imagined  a cadence  being  called. 

Herb  happily  marched  into  the 
kitchen  softly  calling  a cadence.  He 
opened  a beer  and  returned  to  the 
living  room  where  he  relaxed  on  the 


couch  and  contemplated  his  decorat- 
ing effort. 

“How  interesting  it  would  be  if  I 
could  become  a living  figure  within 
the  garden.  My  adventures  certainly 
would  be  a conversation  piece  at  the 
next  party.  Away  with  commonplace 
discussions.” 

Herb  smiled  at  the  disbelief  he 
could  cause  among  friends  with 
an  improbable  story  about  roaming 
around  a Christmas  garden. 

He  placed  two  pillows  behind  his 
head  and  yawned  with  satisfaction.  It 
wasn’t  long  before  he  was  asleep. 

The  next  moment.  Herb  found  him- 
self standing  on  a strange  lawn  of  some 
sort.  He  was  in  a new  community. 
How  oddly  the  homes  were  colored 
and  designed. 


It  took  only  a minute  before  he 
realized  the  truth.  He  was  in  the  gar- 
den. His  size  was  relative  to  the  toy 
homes,  autos,  railway  station,  and 
other  things  he  had  positioned  so  care- 
fully a short  time  before. 

Herb  Grigsby  laughed  until  tears 
came  into  his  eyes.  This  was  too  much. 
Dreams  are  dreams,  but  this  was  just 
too  much.  What  a supreme  joke. 

He  decided  to  make  the  best  of  the 
dream,  so  he  began  to  explore  the 
never-never  land  of  his  living  room. 
The  course  he  followed  was  aimless. 
It  took  him  down  a side  street,  past 
some  stores,  across  a field. 

And  then  there  were  voices.  “He  is 
in  this  area.  Every  building  is  to  be 
searched  until  he  is  apprehended. 
Hold.  There  he  is.  You  there!” 

CO 


A group  of  approximately  thirty  tin, 
but  life-like,  soldiers  surrounded  Herb. 
Each  held  a rifle  and  handled  it  with 
experienced  hands. 

“Oh  boy,  this  is  rich,”  he  thought  to 
himself. 

The  captain  of  the  guard  spoke 
gravely.  “Herbert  C.  Grigsby?” 

“Yes,  I am  he,”  said  Herb,  mocking 
the  captain’s  tone  and  manner. 

Stepping  closer,  the  captain  read 
from  a sheet  of  paper.  “For  willfully 
causing  the  deaths  of  seventv-three  of 
our  men  while  between  eight  and 
eleven  years  of  age,  you  are  herebv 
summoned  to  face  trial  for  murder.  If 
convicted,  you  will  stand  before  the 
firing  squad.” 

(Continued  on  page  22) 
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When 


“I  want  to  talk  to  Grandpa,”  he  said. 

“Quiet!  Quiet!”  hushed  the  medium. 

“I  want  to  talk  to  Grandpa,”  re- 
peated the  kid. 

“Very  well,  little  boy,”  conceded  the 
medium,  making  a few  hocus-pocus 
passes.  “Here’s  your  Grandpa.” 

“Hello,  Grandpa,  what  are  you  do- 
ing up  there?  You  ain’t  dead.” 


O « * 

“Ma,  can  I go  out  to  play?” 

“What  with  those  holes  in  your 
pocket?” 

“No,  with  the  kids  across  the  street.” 


when  he  drinks!" 

— Wampus 


The  Lecture 

Gets  Boring 


Officer:  “Hey,  slow  down  that  truck. 
Don’t  you  have  a governor  on  it?” 
Truck  driver:  “No  sir.  The  governor’s 
back  at  the  capital.  That’s  fertilizer 
you  smell.” 


“Do  you  know  what  they  call  a man 
who  doesn’t  believe  in  birth  control?” 

“No,  what?” 

“Daddy.” 

* * * 

A married  man  we  know  quite  well 
relaxed  on  a recent  business  trip  by 
enjoving  a lively  week  end  with  a 
lively  blonde.  Not  long  after  returning 
to  the  home  office,  however,  a rather 
shifty  individual  paid  him  a visit  and 
said,  with  the  nasty  innuendo  of  a 
professional  blackmailer,  “Remember 
the  trip  you  took?  Remember  that 
blonde?”  The  answer  to  both  questions 
was  “Yes.” 

“Well,  mister,”  said  the  unsavory 
one,  “it  just  so  happens  that  I have 
photographs  of  evervthing  you  and 
she  did.” 

“Everything?”  gulped  our  friend. 

“Evervthing!  See?”  He  spread  a half 
dozen  highly  detailed  snapshots  on  the 
desk  and  after  giving  them  a chance 
to  make  the  proper  impression,  asked, 
“What  are  you  gonna  do  about  it, 
mister?” 

“Well,”  drawled  our  friend  coolly, 
“I’ll  take  one  of  these,  two  of  those, 
and  five  of  this  one  over  there.  Can 
I have  them  tinted?” 


“If  I pay  you  cash  will  you  give  me 
a discount?”  asked  the  rich  rancher. 

“Yes,  ten  per  cent,”  replied  the  car 
dealer. 

The  rancher  was  no  good  at  figures, 
and  he  couldn’t  figure  out  how  much 
ten  per  cent  would  be.  He  decided  to 
think  about  it  at  lunch. 

Walking  into  a cafe,  he  sat  down 
and  started  figuring  the  discount. 
When  a waitress  came  up  he  looked 
up  at  her  and  said,  “If  I were  going 
to  give  you  ten  per  cent  of  $5,000  how 
much  would  you  take  off?” 

“Would  my  earrings  bother  you?” 
she  asked. 


. . and  God  bless  my  sliderule. 
dmen.” 

the  LOG 


A husband  and  wife  were  asleep. 
About  3:00  A.M.  the  wife  dreamed  of 
secretlv  meeting  another  man.  Then 
she  dreamed  she  saw  her  husband 
coming  in.  In  her  sleep,  she  shrieked: 
“Heavens!  My  husband!”  Her  husband 
awakened  by  her  shriek,  leaped  out 
the  window. 
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Alexander  the  Pullman  porter  returned 
home  unexpectedly  one  afternoon 
when  his  train  was  canceled.  After 
looking  around  his  house,  he  took  out 
his  razor  and  began  to  strap  it. 

“Alexander,  what  yo’  gonna  do  wif 
dat  razor?”  asked  Ruby. 

“If  dem  shoes  under  da  bed  ain’t 
got  no  feet  in  ’em,  I’se  gonna  shave.” 

0 

The  teacher  was  explaining  to  the 
grammar  school  students  the  merits  of 
owning  a yearbook  and  having  one’s 
picture  in  it. 

“Just  think,”  she  said,  “thirty  years 
from  now  you  can  look  in  this  annual 
and  say,  ‘there’s  Johnnie  Smith;  he’s 
a judge  now.  And  there’s  Mary  Allen, 
she’s  a nurse.  And  there’s  . . .’” 

“And  there’s  teacher,”  came  a voice 
from  the  back  of  the  room,  “She’s 
dead.” 

a a a 


A little  bov  and  girl  playing  radio 
one  day. 

The  little  girl  said,  “Stop,  what  are 
you  doing?” 

The  little  bov  answered,  “Shhh,  I’m 
trying  to  get  India.” 


“I  haven’t  a room  left,”  said  the  hotel 
clerk,  “but  I can  give  you  a cot  in  the 
ballroom.  There’s  a lady  in  the  oppo- 
site corner,  but  if  you  go  in  quietly  and 
don’t  turn  on  the  light,  she’ll  be  none 
the  wiser.” 

“That’s  fine  with  me,”  said  the  tired 
man,  and  into  the  ballroom  he  went. 

Five  minutes  later  he  came  dashing 
out  to  the  desk.  “Say,”  he  gulped,  “that 
woman  in  there  she’s  . . . she’s  dead!” 
“We  know  it,”  the  clerk  replied, 
“but  how  did  you  find  out?” 

0 0 0 

Guide:  “We  are  now  passing  the  larg- 
est brewery  in  the  state.” 

Student:  “Why?” 


He:  Have  you  heard  about  the  new 
college  game? 

She:  No,  what  is  it? 
lie:  Button,  button,  here  comes  the 
house  mother. 

0 0 0 

A pretty  gal  appeared  at  a party  wear- 
ing a tiny  silver  airplane  on  a chain 
around  her  neck.  It  was  a cute  orna- 
ment and  she  was  not  only  proud  of 
it,  but  quite  conscious  of  it.  She  found 
her  dinner  partner  eyeing  her  in  the 
direction  of  the  silver  trinket  and  so 
she  asked  him  proudly  by  way  of 
starting  small  talk;  “Do  you  like  my 
little  airplane?” 

0 * 0 

“May  I take  you  home?  I like  to  take 
experienced  girls  home.” 

“I’m  not  experienced.” 

“You’re  not  home  yet.” 

0 0 0 

Mae:  “Oh  what  a cute  little  baby;  red- 
headed, too.  Was  his  father  red- 
headed?” 

Gae:  “I  don’t  know.  He  didn’t  take  his 
hat  off.” 


“A  nice  girl  shouldn’t  hold  a young 
man’s  hand.” 

“A  nice  girl  has  to.” 

0 0 0 


Two  stuttering  blacksmiths  had  fin- 
ished heating  a piece  of  pig  iron,  and 
one  placed  it  upon  the  anvil  with  a 
pair  of  tongs. 

“H-h-h-h-h-h-hit  it,”  he  stuttered. 

“Wh-wh-wh-wh-where?”  asked  the 
other. 

“Aw-h-h-h-hell,”  we  ll  have  to  h-h-h- 
h-heat  it  again  now.” 


| 


Those  co-eds  have  it  made.  For  every 
one  of  them  there’s  three  guys  like  us. 

0 0 0 

A girl  doesn’t  mind  losing  her  heart  to 
a man,  but  she  hates  to  have  him  start 
searching  for  it. 

0 0 0 

A party  girl  is  one  who  believes  that 
children  should  be  seen  and  not  had. 

0 0 0 

“Daughter,  what  are  you  and  that 

young  man  doing  on  the  front  porch?” 
“We’re  petting,  Mother.” 

“That’s  nice  children,  don’t  fight. 

0 0 0 

Mother:  “Do  you  like  your  new  nurse, 
Jimmy?” 

Jimmy:  “No,  I hate  her.  I’d  like  to 
grab  her  and  bite  her  neck  like  Daddy 
does.” 


Flunk  Laughing! ! 
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CAROLING 
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We  stand  here  singing  in  the  crowd. 

Our  voices  are  so  far  apart. 

1 catch  your  eye  but  still  1 sing. 

And  look  away,  and  fear  my  heart. 

I wish  that  you  would  sing  by  me. 

I wish  that  it  wpuld  start  to  snoiv. 

The  night  is  ashen,  grey,  and  cold. 

I stamp  my  feet.  The  tree  lights  glow. 

% I 

The  tree  lights  blur.  1 lose  your  face 
Among  the  many  others  hei 
Perhaps  you’ve  left,  or  do  ff(\  stand 
Somewhere  behind  me,  jomeivhere 

near.  , . , » 

A heavy  hand  re&tp  on  mty  arm  A • ' 

A deeper  voice  now  blends  with  viine. 
The  snow  flakes  sifthjg  through  the 
sky 

Drift  hy  the  lights  and  change  to  wine. 

" 'JS  \ \ O'—  j 

—Carol  Cushard 


A SWEET  DREAM 

As  the  coolness  of  the1  night  made  my  dreamsHhe  sharper  still. 

The  wake  of  infinity  appeared  like  Death  gaunt  and  shrill. 

His  flowing  robes  restecLyjlon  the  seething,  sordid  seas; 

Ancf  within  his  reach  the* earth,  stars  and  heavens  he  could  freeze. 
No  more  prevails  life’s  mysteries  to  the  chance  few  he  meets: 

Now,  even  the  Muses  are  alike.  Such  notable  feats! 

Thus,  Immortality  approached  (and  knowing  so  I said), 

“Be  on  your  way  you  tardy  fool,  for  fhim  nearly  dead!” 


\ 


His  face  did  seem  a twisted  mass  of  agony  and  slime; 

His  flngers  arched  upon  his  face  did  guide  his  eyes  to  mine. 

And  there  within  those  dark,  deep  wells  did  I perceive  my  fate: 

“ Death  you  want  and  Death  is  i/ours”  was  clialked  upon  the  slate. 

Then  I heard  a distant  sound",  a wailing  it  might  have  been ; 

But  when  I looked  from  ivhence  it  came,  ’twas  nothing  but  the  wind. 

I shuddered  but  a moment;  then  I called  out  as  he  fled, 

“Be  on  your  way  you  tardy  fool,  for  I ajn  nearly  dead!” 

s . —Jack  Stringer 
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FIRELIGHT 

I sit  beside  you  while  you  speak. 
Enjoying  everything  you  say > 

I watch  the  freliglfl  on  your  cheek 
Making  shadows  in  its  play. 

i ^ \ 

The  deep  blue  rivers  of  your  voice 

Are  sun-warm  words  to  love,  I find. 
The  firelight  dances  while  you  talk 
And  drowsiness  slips  in  my  mind. 
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The  firelight  dances  in  your  hair. 

I see  it  sparkling  in  your  eyes. 

You  talk  to\ne  and  l don’t  care 
If  what  I say  is  far  from  toise. 

But  now  I don’t  know  what  you’ve  spid. 
I can’t  recall  a single  word. 

I’ve  memorized  your  face  instead, 

The  firelight  and  the  voice  I heard. 

—Carol  Cushard 


Poet's  Corner 
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WINTER  WALK 


Hand  in  hand,  and  the  west  ipind  blowing 
And  the  gravel  grey  beneath  fur  feet. 

Hand  in  hand,  and  the  fast  flakes  snowing 
Winter  along  the  grabel  street. 

Hand  in  hand,  and  tl^e  day  is  older. 

The  snow  forms  drifts  on  the  roadside  farm. 
You  drop  my  hand.  TJie  wind  is  colder. 

I shiver  and  move  bebeath  ijour  arm. 


M 
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Grey  and  cold,  and  the  ticilight  falling 
With  dead  leaves  tossed\in  the  darkened  sky. 
Some  winter  hence  we’ll  be  recalling 
How  far  we  walked  and  ice’ll  wonder  why. 

f - * J 


REMEMBRANCE 

Far  away  the  ocean  lies 
Remembered  in  an  autumn  wind. 

And  far  away  the  windswept  waves 
Never  reach  the  sunset’s  end. 

Known  memories  lost  are  found  again. 
Remembered  in  an  autumn  wind. 


—Carol  Cushard 


The  lights  dim  and  the  curtain  rises 
on  the  oldest  tradition  at  the  Uni- 
versity of  Maryland  ...  a black-faced 
interlocator  in  a white  satin  suit  beams 
a jovial  welcome,  his  opened  arms  full 
of  Southern  hospitality  . . . the  chorus 
resounds  the  traditional  strain  of 
“Bring  Back  Those  Minstrel  Days”  . . . 
and  the  buffoonery  of  the  Kappa  Alpha 
Cotton  Pickers  Minstrel  Show  enter- 
tains laughing  students  for  the  36th 
time. 

Who  would  have  thought  that  an 
idea  which  flickered  through  the  mind 
of  a “gay  20’s”  Maryland  student 
would  snowball  into  the  “Show  Boat” 


the  Infirmary,  Dr.  Haze.  He  was  re- 
puted to  minimize  every  illness.  In  the 
take-off  a student  limped  onto  the 
stage  with  a broken  leg,  bandaged 
head,  and  arm  in  a sling.  A student- 
parrotism  of  Dr.  Haze  gailv  skipped  up 
and,  with  a light-hearted  shrug,  tossed 
an  aspirin  at  the  crippled  patient.  The 
result  was  a new  Doctor  in  the  Infirm- 
ary. 

When  Maryland  University  was 
small  enough  so  that  all  of  the  students 
knew  each  other,  the  Minstrel  would 
rib  other  fraternities,  sororities,  and 
individual  students. 

Although  “Untz”  knew  little  about 


production  which  Terpsters  will  be 
enjoying  in  the  central  auditorium 
January  8th  through  the  12th? 

Forty  years  ago,  when  our  Univer- 
sity was  in  its  infancy  and  money  was 
an  unheard-of  commodity  among  its 
students,  “Untz”  Brewer  and  “Simp” 
Simpson  conceived  a wild  scheme  to 
raise  funds.  Untz,  Simp  and  the  rest 
of  the  KA’s  rolled  up  their  shirt  sleeves, 
pitched  in,  and  moulded  a tradition 
which  is  unique  to  Maryland’s  campus. 

Each  year  the  show’s  director  tried 
to  outdo  his  predecessor  and  today  the 
extravaganza  has  become  so  magnilo- 
quent that  all  profits  go  toward  cos- 
tumes, props  and  programs. 

Originally  the  show  was  a satire  to 
mirror  the  inadequacies  of  the  Uni- 
versity. One  show  presented  a parody 
on  the  incompetence  of  the  head  of 


the  production  of  a show,  he  was 
music-minded  enough  to  make  the 
first  KA  Minstrel  a hit;  however  it  was 
a Phi  Kap  who  helped  perpetuate  the 
tradition  after  Untz  graduated.  Bob 
Bradley,  who  is  now  playing  profes- 
sionally at  the  Woodner,  was  the  only 
non-KA  in  the  show.  His  talent  and 
love  for  show  business  gave  him  the 
desire  to  make  the  Minstrel  Show 
crowning  entertainment.  Once  in  1933 
Bob  could  not  do  the  show  and  the 
fraternity  hired  a combo.  Flo  Small, 
a younger  sister  of  a KA,  played  piano 
with  the  band  from  1933  to  1941, 
when  she  married  KA  Tom  “Wimp” 
Orpwood,  present  publicity  director 
for  Maryland  University. 

Nothing  less  than  the  Second  World 
War  could  thwart  the  Minstrel’s  activi- 
ties, but  after  the  war  the  shows  be- 


THE KA  SEXTETTE. 


TIP  AND  TAP  H 
BACK  TO  CHAfl 


came  more  lavish  than  before  and  the 
tradition  became  even  more  deeply 
embedded  in  Maryland’s  campus. 

This  year’s  first  act  will  be  straight- 
minstrel  entertainment,  with  Fred 
Mueller  as  interlocator  and  Ted  Jex 
directing  the  35-man  chorus.  Such 
songs,  as  “I’d  Like  to  Baby  You,”  and 
“Roll  Them  Rollv-Bollv  Eves”  will  set 
the  pace  to  relive  the  old  Show  Boat 
days. 

The  four  “end  men”  will  keep  the 
audience  entertained  in  act  two.  Three 
of  these  comedians  are  Dick  “Noodles” 
Nolker,  who  is  also  Assistant  Director, 
Jeff  Keating,  and  Hugh  “Kazoo”  Wil- 
kinson, Director  of  the  show.  Wilkin- 
son is  an  old  pro  and  has  been  director 
of  the  Minstrel  for  the  past  three  years. 
These  three  wits  will  bat  jokes,  quips 
and  anecdotes  back  and  forth  with 
sprightly  banter.  One  of  the  debonair 
foursome  may  get  light-footed  and 
render  a soft-shoe  routine  and  a song 
along  with  the  sportive  talk. 

In  his  eighth  show,  jack  Merelman 
will  act  as  Captain  of  the  Show  Boat. 
Jack  will  introduce  such  oldtimers  as 
Tip  and  Tap  Hubbell,  with  their  ac- 
cordian  act,  the  inimitable  Nancy 
Austin,  and  Walt  Burch  at  the  piano. 
Kennv  Fowler  and  Margie  Boche  will 
divert  the  audience  with  a song,  and 
Bob  Smith  and  Harvey  Hall  will  en- 
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ELL... 

OU  ONCE  MORE! ! 


strel  for  three  years  before  she  turned 
professional  in  New  York. 

Some  big  names  have  also  appeared 
in  the  Minstrel.  Kate  Smith  sang  with 
the  show  in  1923,  and  Jackie  Hastings 
and  Monroe  Leigh  have  also  appeared 
in  past  Minstrels.  Another  fortunate 
talent  of  yesteryear  is  waggish  “Simp” 
Simpson,  who  frolicked  through  eight 
consecutive  years  with  his  sprightly 
repartee.  Some  of  the  present-day  pun- 
sters are  Fleetwood  Fowler,  Noodles 
Nolker,  Lordy  Lovett,  and  Kazoo  Wil- 
kinson. 

With  such  themes  as  “Speak  Easy,” 
“Burbon  Street,”  “Confederate  Train 
Station,”  and  “Show  Boat,”  one  won- 
ders how  the  Minstrel  can  help  but  be 
a hit,  but  getting  to  the  top  has  been 
anything  but  a bed  of  roses  for  the 
KA’s.  Once  the  auditorium  was  being 
remodeled  and  the  old  gym  had  to  be 
rigged  with  a stage,  curtains,  lights 
and  seats,  exaetlv  as  they  were  in  the 
auditorium.  Last  year  the  stage  lights 
would  not  work  and  such  turbulent 
confusion  resulted  back-stage  that  it 


was  several  minutes  before  order  was 
restored  and  the  lights  were  fixed. 

Two  years  ago  the  ad-libbing  of  the 
end  men  got  out  of  hand  in  the  pres- 
ence of  some  of  the  faculty  and  last 
year  the  Deans  wanted  to  censor  the 
script.  But  problems  were  soon  ironed 
out  and  the  KA  Minstrel  remains  a 
firmly  instilled  tradition  at  Maryland. 

WAAM-TV  once  profferred  a 13- 
week  contract  to  the  show,  but  because 
most  of  the  performers  attended  school 
the  offer  was  declined.  However,  a 
performance  of  the  Minstrel  Show  was 
once  presented  on  television. 

The  2/2-hour  show  is  now  a non- 
profit project,  and  expenses  are  met 
by  selling  ads  for  the  program  and  by 
charging  an  admission  price.  Business 
Manager  is  Tom  Florestana  and  Pub- 
licity is  being  handled  by  Bert  Lewis 
and  Marilyn  Jarvis. 

For  five  entertaining  days  the  Old 
South  will  live  again  on  Maryland’s 
campus— but  its  blithe  jollitv  will  last 
for  the  remaining  360. 


liven  the  atmosphere  with  some  old- 
fashioned  banjo  music. 

The  unforgettable  KA  sextette  will 
appear  in  their  ninth  show  with  “San 
Francisco  Babe,”  “If  I Had  a Girl  Like 
You,”  and  many  other  oldies  which 
made  them  famous.  A Dixie  Land 
Band  will  be  there  to  impart  Basin 
Street  zest  to  the  jubilant  scene.  The 
H armony  Hall  winner  provides  superb 
entertainment  each  year,  and  the  eight- 
girl  chorus  line  will  lend  some  extra 
eye  appeal  to  the  festivities. 

Comedian  Sal  Trapani  once  again 
sparks  the  show  with  buoyant  alacrity 
in  his  role  of  the  inevitable  drunkard. 
In  real  life  Trapani  is  a very  sober 
barber,  but  this  reality  is  hard  to  be- 
lieve when  Sal  staggers  onto  the  stage 
and  hiccups  his  way  into  the  hearts 
of  the  audience. 

In  order  to  give  the  show  a more 
diversified  appeal  outside  talent  is  ob- 
tained. Hopeful  entertainers  audition 
before  the  fraternity,  and  the  director 
is  able  to  choose  the  best  acts  by  the 
reaction  of  the  brothers. 

The  unique  factor  about  the  show  is 
that  it  is  done  almost  entirely  by  ama- 
teurs; however,  many  entertainers  have 
received  their  first  taste  of  show  busi- 
ness in  the  Minstrel.  TV  Star  Tippy 
Stringer  sang  in  the  show  in  1952,  and 
Miekv  Ranft  vocalized  with  the  Min- 


Sybil  Garonzik  and  Beverly  Stubbs  provided  the  nostalgia  in 
the  1954  production. 
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Old  Line 


f yiirl  of  1 1 loath 
Carol  lllichelson 

Photos  by  Vic  Holm  and 
Bob  Lapham 

Props  by  Lansburghs 


December  Darling 


Last  October  Carol  Miehelson  was  crowned  Pledge  Queen. 
Since  that  bit  of  notoriety  the  18-year-old  Freshman  from 
Silver  Spring  has  been  one  of  the  most  sought  after  femmes 
by  the  lens  and  shutter  set. 

Carol’s  Christmas  present  to  the  long-suffering  males  at 
the  University  comes  as  a result  of  a two-hour  session  with 
Photo  Editor  Vic  Holm.  Mr.  Richard  Braid,  Display 
manager  at  Lansburghs  Department  store  was  only  too 
happy  to  permit  Miss  Miehelson  to  wear  those  snazzy 
jewels  and  furs  as  onlv  she  can  wear  them. 

Hope  these  flicks  won’t  keep  you  from  looking  under 
your  tree  for  your  own  Christmas  star!!!  In  case  you’re  inter- 
ested Miss  Miehelson’s  vital  statistics  are  37/2-23-37.  A very 
neat  little  package!!! 
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os'  swa  asj®  skdmssii 


by  Jack  Stringer 


j|T  ow  don’t  get  the  idea  that  this  story 
ll  is  going  to  be  a vulgar  story  of  sex 
and  sin  ’cause  it  isn’t.  This  is  a Christ- 
mas story  with  the  locale  in  College 
Park.  To  retain  the  simplicity  of  plot, 
only  two  people  are  portrayed  and 
they  are  Homer,  a Diamondback  re- 
porter and  Fifi,  America’s  foremost 
authority  of  the  fan  dancing  move- 
ment. (The  character  of  Tommy  Mont 
is  inconsequential  to  plot  motivation.) 
And  now,  all  you  young  lovers,  to 
begin. 

On  a cold,  bleak  Monday  ten  days 
ago.  Tommy  Mont  and  Homer  were  in 
the  Diamondback  office  talking  over 
next  year’s  football  prospects.  They 
had  been  discussing  this  depressing 
subject  for  nearly  two  hours  when  a 
slight  and  hesitant  knock  was  heard 
upon  the  office  door.  For  several 
minutes  Homer  continued  illustrating 
Strategy  for  Mont  and  then  the  door 
opened  and  she  appeared. 

“Pardon  me.  Sir,”  whispered  the 
most  beautiful  creature  in  the  world. 
“Mavest  thou  direct  me  towards  the 
turkev? ’ She  stood  quietly  beside  the 
half  open  door  while  her  big  blue  eyes 
surveyed  the  office.  Only  her  eyes 
moved. 

“I  beg  your  pardon,”  Homer  said 
ushering  Mr.  Mont  from  the  office. 
“What  did  you  want?” 

“Please  sir  ...  I wish  to  find  the 
turkeys.”  She  glided  to  the  coat  stand 
and  began  pealing. 

“May  I help  you?”  Homer  purred. 

“No,”  she  answered.  “This  I can  do 
. . .”  (Homer  was  sure  that  this  was 
not  a College  Park  product. ) 

“You  say  you’re  looking  for  tur- 
keys?” he  questioned. 

(Continued  on  page  21) 
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hristmas  was  near  and  the  snow  was 
falling  with  aimless  destination  and 
significance,  as  it  always  does  in  Yule- 
tide  stories. 

Harry  and  Pete  were  sitting  in  a 
naturally  air-conditioned  shack  several 
miles  beyond  the  city  limits. 

As  custom  would  have  it,  they  were 
huddled  near  the  pleasant  warmth 
of  an  antiquated  pot-bellied  stove. 
Warmth  in  another  form  was  provided 
by  the  hard  cider  they  were  drinking. 

Harry’s  usually  impassive  face  gave 
way  to  a hesitant,  simple  smile  as  he 
spoke. 

“Uh,  ya  know,  Pete,  dis  year  I’m 
gonna  catch  dat  Santv  Claus  guv  and 
find  out  why  he  never  leaves  us 
nothin!” 

Pete  removed  his  foot  from  the 
stove,  for  the  worn-through  sole  of  his 
shoe  had  begun  to  smoke.  He  scowled 
effortlessly  at  the  smell  of  burning 
rubber. 

Harry  poured  another  cup  of  cider, 
and  with  a thoughtfully  wrinkled  brow 
that  belied  his  intelligence,  continued 
to  speak. 

“Why  da  ya  s’pose  he  does  dat,  huh? 
Ain’t  he  s’pose  ta  be  a real  good  guy?” 

Pete  took  a generous  portion  of 
cider,  tossed  his  head  back,  and  gar- 
gled loudlv. 

“Ah,  Pete,  tell  me.  Why  don’t  we 
get  presents  and  t ings  like  evervbodv 
else?  I been  good,  ain’t  I?” 


Pete  lifted  the  cider  can,  shook  it 
to  measure  the  content,  and  looked 
dissatisfied. 

Pitiful  concern  mounted  in  Harry’s 
voice.  “Don’t  ya  wanna  talk  ta  me, 
Pete?  Ah  gee,  where’s  va  Christmas 
spirit?  Ya  know  . . . joy  ta  da  world 
and  all  dat  kinda  stuff.  Well,  if  ya 
ain’t  gonna  talk.  I’m  goin’  out  for  a 
walk.” 

fc 

When  Harry  reached  the  city  an 
hour  later,  his  childish  glee  soared. 
Three  days  remained  before  Christmas, 
and  the  excitement  of  last-minute 
shoppers  seemed  to  rub  off  on  Harry 
as  they  brushed  past  him. 

Delightedlv,  he  made  his  way  along 
a magic  street  of  carols,  fascinating 
window  displays,  holly-festooned  lamp 
posts,  and  Christmas  shopping  sounds. 

“Merry  Christmas!”  said  a voice 
with  convincing  sincerity. 

Harry  turned  toward  the  source  of 
the  sound.  It  was  the  first  time  he 
could  remember  being  wished  a Merry 
Christmas.  Who  could  be  so  kind? 

“Santv  Claus!”  Harry  shouted. 
“Santv,”  he  said,  as  he  embraced  the 
startled  figure  in  the  worn  red  costume. 

“Are  ya  cornin’  ta  see  us  dis  year? 
Ma  and  Pete  would  be  glad  to  have  ya 
stop  hv  for  some  cider  and  laughs.” 

“Santv  Claus’  had,  by  this  time,  re- 
gained his  composure.  “Buddy,  are 
you  serious,”  asked  a harsh  voice  from 


a now  harsh  face. 

Tears  came  into  Harry’s  eyes.  “I  . . . 
I’m  sorry  Santv,”  he  began.  “I  know  ya 
got  a lot  ta  do.  Just  dat  I was  so  glad 
ta  see  ya.” 

“Just  dat  I was  so  glad  ta  see  ya,” 
Harry  repeated  to  himself  as  he  turned 
toward  home. 

* o a 

It  was  the  night  before  Christmas. 

Pete  was  asleep  on  a makeshift  mat- 
tress bv  the  stove.  He  had  been  drink- 
ing something  more  than  hard  cider. 

Harry  sat  before  the  dying  fire.  He 
spat  on  the  stove,  satisfied  with  the 
sizzling  sound  it  made. 

There  was  a knock  at  the  door  and 
Harry  moved  to  answer  it. 

“Santv!  I thought  ya  was  mad!” 

“Mad?  Ho!  Ho!  No  indeed,”  laughed 
the  red-clad  figure.  “Well,  aren’t  you 
going  to  ask  me  in?  Little  nippy  out 
here.” 

“Sure,  c’mon,  Santv.  Sit  here  by  da 
fire.” 

“That’ll  be  fine,  Harry.  Thank  you.” 

“Harry?  Hey!  How  did  ya  know  ma 
name?” 

“Oh,  I know  evervone  who  truly 
believes  in  Old  Santa.” 

“Well,  where  ya  been  all  dese 
Christmases?  I sure  missed  not  seein’ 
ya.” 

(Continued  on  page  18) 


17 


The 


Freshman’s 


by  Rhoda  Adler 


YiARS  of  research  by  Maryland’s 
asych  department  have  shown  that 
every  campus  group  is  plagued  with 
its  own  superstitions  and  popular 
beliefs. 

The  freshman  class— an  unusual  bit 
of  collegiate  life— is  no  exception;  it 
too  has  its  peculiar  outlook  on  life. 

It  has  been  indisputably  proven  that 
every  freshman  at  Maryland  is  firmly 
convinced : 

That  college  life  is  not  as  simple  as 
explained  in  the  student  handbook. 

That  there  is  basically  very  little  dif- 
ference between  a freshman  and  a 
senior. 

That  a gentleman  never  receives  any 
other  grade  than  a C. 

That  football  really  matters. 

That  any  reasonably  intelligent  stu- 
dent can  make  Omicron  Delta  Kappa 
if  he  studies. 

That  you  can  be  happy  at  Maryland 
without  a car. 

That  this  year  Maryland  will  have  a 
winning  football  team. 

That  BPA  is  really  the  best  school 
on  campus. 

That  the  campus  police  harbor  a 
purple  hatred  against  all  Maryland 
students. 

That  if  you  don’t  pay  your  bills 
within  10  days,  your  connections  with 
the  university  will  be  severed. 

That  there  are  at  least  30  suicides 
each  year  which  are  repressed  by  the 
University. 

That  this  year  Maryland  will  have 
a football  team  that  will  win  at  least 
two  games. 


That  the  opposite  sex  is  keen. 

That  this  year  Maryland  will  have 
a football  team. 

That  the  “Grill”  is  really  a “blind” 
for  a bookie  joint. 

That  every  English  professor  is  a 
frustrated  novelist. 

That  Maryland  coeds  are  basically 
women. 

That  one  could  starve  to  death  wait- 
ing for  service  at  the  Hot  Shoppe. 

That  Maryland  is  a rich  man’s 
school. 

That  most  college  men  are  “fast.” 

That  this  year  Maryland  will  have 
a football. 

That  although  an  occasional  student 
flunks  out  of  school,  life  must  go  on. 

That  Diamondback  editorials  dic- 
tate the  policy  of  the  University. 

That  all  beauty  contests  are  either 
fixed  or  else  the  judges  are  blind. 

That  gaining  social  poise  is  far  more 
important  than  storing  away  vast  res- 
ervoirs of  knowledge. 

That  they— the  freshman  class— are 
entering  the  four  best  years  of  their 
lives. 

000 

“Daddy,  why  can’t  I go  out  and  play 
cops  and  robbers  and  go  swimming 
and  fishing  like  all  the  rest  of  the 
kids?” 

“Shut  up  and  deal.” 

An  elderly  man  approached  the  little 
boy  and  asked:  “Tell  me,  young  man, 
do  you  have  a fairy  godfather?” 

“No,”  replied  the  little  boy,  “but  I 
have  a cousin  in  school  in  Boston  we’re 
a little  suspicious  of.” 


HARRY'S  CHRISTMAS 

(Continued  from  page  17) 

“And  I’ve  missed  not  seeing  you, 
Harry.  The  way  you  seem  to  move 
from  place  to  place  each  year  caused 
me  to  lose  track  of  you.  But  tonight 
we’re  going  to  make  up  for  it.  Here, 
give  me  a hand  with  these  bags,  would 
you?” 

Puffing  and  laughing,  they  carried 
the  bags  into  the  hut. 

“This  is  mv  last  stop,  Harry,  so  I’ll 
stay  and  help  decorate  the  tree  I 
brought.” 

“Gosh,”  was  all  Harry  could  manage. 

An  hour  later  the  tree  was  deco- 
rated. It  was  easily  the  most  beautiful 
Hany  had  even  seen. 

Beneath  the  tree  were  presents,  in- 
cluding a number  for  Pete.  There  were 
the  traditional  candies,  fruits  and  nuts, 
along  with  welcome  foodstuffs,  cloth- 
ing and  some  comic  books  for  Harry. 

Santa  Claus  and  Harry  were  a jolly 
pair  as  they  talked,  drank  cider, 
and  munched  cookies  specially  baked 
by  Mrs.  Claus.  They  were  singing 
carols  and  laughing  as  dawn  drew 
near.  Santa  reminded  Harry  of  the 
long  trip  awaiting  him  back  to  the 
North  Pole. 

Harry  thanked  him  for  everything 
time  and  time  again.  Then,  with  a 
handful  of  cookies  and  a command  to 
his  reindeer,  Santa  was  gone. 

Happy  wonder  filled  Harry  as  he 
stood  in  the  doorway  waving.  And 
then  he  remembered  Pete,  who  had 
slept  through  the  festive  visit. 

“Pete!  Pete!  Wake  up!  Wake  up! 
Look  at  what  Santy  Claus  brought  us 
while  ya  was  asleep.” 

Pete  rubbed  his  eyes  and  stared, 
open-mouthed.  Then  he  looked  at 
Harry  and  smiled  a gentle,  under- 
standing smile. 

0 0 O 

There  is  only  one  bad  woman  in  the 
world;  everv  man  thinks  she  is  his 
wife. 

o o o 

A wolf  lounging  in  a hotel  lobby 
perked  up  when  an  attractive  young 
lady  passed  by.  When  his  standard 
“how-de-do”  brought  nothing  more 
than  a frigid  glance,  he  sarcasmed, 
“Pardon  me,  I thought  you  were  my 
mother.” 

“I  couldn’t  be,”  she  iced.  “I’m  mar- 
ried.” 
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Treasures... 


Wm$dk 


for  your  trousseau 

She’s  a lucky  girl!  There’s  a beautiful  future 
ahead  for  her — she’s  got  Wamsutta  Supercale 
in  her  trousseau!  Silky,  soft  Supercale  of 
marvelous  touch  and  variety.  You  can  be  lucky, 
too!  Choose  from  the  lovely  "Blossom  Tone” 
pastels  ...  or  the  fabulous  "Flower  Bed”  prints 
. . or  elegant,  snowy  white.  They’re  all  won- 
derful ...  to  give  or  get! 


deb  uc  ale* 

by  Wo/ntSdh" 

for  your  college  room 

She’s  a smart  girl ! She’s  pampering  herself  with 
new  sheet  luxury  ...DEBUCALE  by  Wamsutta! 
It’s  a perfect  gem  of  a sheet  for  you  who  are 
watching  pennies  through  school  and  career. 
DEBUCALE  is  the  sheet  to  make  you  feel  like  a 
spoiled  kitten  — luxurious  and  lovely,  but 
priced  to  keep  you  in  cream,  too.  DEBUCALE 
is  the  young  sheet — made  for  you! 


•re«..  applied  for  Also  manufacturers  of  Wamsutta  Heritage  Totcels. 

WAMSUTTA  MILLS,  Linens  and  Domestics,  Dept.  S19.  1430  Broadway,  Neu  York  18,  N.Y.,  Division  of  M.  Lowenstein  & Sons,  Inc. 


Christmas  On  Tape 

by  Wayne  Kennedy 


Twas  a wintry  yuletide  evening  and 
a goodly  crowd  was  there,  almost  fill- 
ing campus  radio  at  the  corner  of  the 
square. 

“The  Voice  of  College  Park”  will  be 
the  broadcasting  scene  of  WMUC’s 
annual  Christmas  Party.  A variety  of 
choral  groups  will  be  presented  via  the 
air  waves  and  possibly  the  chapel  choir 
vocalists  will  perform. 

Independent  organizations  are  in- 
vited to  participate  in  this  festive  radio 
atmosphere  (ugh!).  An  added  feature 
of  the  party  will  be  interviews  with 
the  Greeks  while  they  “throw  a blast” 
in  their  respective  houses. 

“South  America,  Take  it  Away.” 
Dick  Saenz,  a freshman  student  from 
Santiago,  Chile,  is  WMUC’s  Latin 
“ambassador  of  good  will!” 

While  functioning  in  the  capacity  of 
Dr.  Jekvl  and  Mr.  Hyde,  personality 
wise,  Dick  tape-records  top  American 
hits  and  forwards  them  to  his  home 
town  for  presentation  on  a Chilean 
broadcasting  station.  In  reverse,  Dick 
receives  the  top  tunes  of  Central  and 
South  America  and  introduces  the  re- 
cordings over  WMUC. 

POINT  OF  INFORMATION: 
“Hound  Dog”  bv  Elvis  the  Pelvis  held 
the  number  one  position  on  the  Santi- 
ago hall  of  hits  for  three  months. 

Currently  Dick  is  offering  prizes  for 
those  students  fortunate  enough  to  se- 
lect “The  Top  Tune  on  Campus.”  For 
typical  Latin  rhythm,  free  prizes,  et. 
ah,  listen  to  “Pan  American  Music,” 
Mondays  and  Fridays  at  8:00  P.M. 

“Your  play-by-play  announcers  have 
been  John  Wagner,  Dan  Alessi,  and 
Pug  Lord.”  You’ll  be  hearing  these 
familiar  words  and  the  voices  behind 
them  at  every  home  basketball  game. 
Three  of  the  best  sports-casters  at  cam- 
pus radio  have  combined  forces  to 
bring  you  the  plav-by-plav  descrip- 
tions of  all  home  games  and  as  many 
of  the  away  games  as  possible.  At 
present,  WMUC  plans  to  cover  the 
Atlantic  Coast  Conference  Tourna- 
ment in  Raleigh,  North  Carolina. 

Everv  Sunday  at  5:30  P.M.,  direct 
from  the  Student  Union  Cafeteria, 
Tom  Willoughby  and  Bob  Smith  pro- 


vide passive  entertainment  for  the 
dine-out  conclave.  Under  the  astute 
guidance  of  WMUC’s  disc-jockey 
(ettes?)  students  are  introduced,  in- 
terviewed, and  otherwise  disected  con- 
cerning their  views  about  issues  rang- 
ing from  the  terrible  food  in  the  dining 
hall  to  why  one  of  the  pledge  queen 
candidates  was  a bit  miffed  about  a 
certain  question  asked  by  one  of  the 
judges  during  the  interviews. 

A new  innovation  at  WMUC  is  the 
presentation  of  “Until  Midnight”  on 
Sunday  evenings.  Bob  Smith,  a striv- 
ing ingenue  employed  at  the  station, 
handles  the  duties  capably,  and  fea- 
tures all  of  the  tops  in  pops  every 
Sunday  at  10  P.M. 

The  foregoing  has  been  for  the 
edification  of  those  who  in  their  en- 
deavor to  be  entertained  have  devel- 
oped instrumental  virtuosity  from 
playing  the  radio! 

For  those  who  play  with  other  things: 
What  happened  to  the  black  leather 
jacket  boys  who  once  haunted  “A” 
lot  with  their  little  electric  screw- 
drivers? 

Table-topper  at  #69  in  the  cafeteria 
are  “ whiged-back .” 

What  happened  to  the  “ flicks ” at  the 
chiefs  hideout,  (blush,  titter) 

At  the  BPA  wall— Good  day  fans,  and 
welcome  to  Lansburgh’s. 

Neic  cars  nothing  more  than  pounds  of 
round  mounds  of  metal. 

$75,000  worth  of  milk  machines  and 
what  do  we  get?  Bottles,  paper  car- 
tons and  deeper  in  debt. 

Don’t  open  ’til  Christmas! 


At  the  risk  of  seeming  completely  out 
of  it.  I’m  gonna  cut  for  the  pad,  and 
oet  me  some  nod! 

O 
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FIFI  AND  HOMER 

(Continued  from  page  16) 

“Yes,”  she  whispered.  “What  with 
the  Middle  East  crisis,  I have  found 
myself  caught  short  on  the  ostrich 
plume.  And  I was  wondering,  yea,  I 
even  thought  that  maybe  turkey  feath- 
ers might  be  used  because  . . .”  she 
paused.  “Because,”  she  continued, 
“Everyone  knows  that  ostrich  feathers 
shall  not  withstand  the  heat  of 
Havana.” 

“Is  that  a fact?”  said  Homer  simply 
because  he  could  think  of  nothing 
better. 

“Yes,  it  is  a fact.”  She  leaned  heav- 
ilv  on  the  desk  and  after  a moment  she 
said,  “I  learned  from  a recent  U.  S. 
Department  of  Agriculture  bulletin 
that  the  University  of  Maryland  had 
turkeys  with  feathers.”  She  paused  and 
rolled  her  big  blue  eyes.  “And  we  all 
know  that  turkey  feathers  are  the  best 
for  the  business.” 

This  statement  Homer  acknowl- 
edged with  a nervous  yes.  “Merry 
Christmas,”  he  said  handing  her  a 
steaming  cup  of  toddy. 

“Merrv  Christmas,”  said  she. 

Thev  looked  at  the  floor,  the  desk, 
the  lamp  and  the  typewriter.  They 
looked  at  the  ceiling,  the  windows,  the 
door  and  the  blackboard.  She  looked 
at  Homer  and  said,  “Eve  never  felt 
this  way  before.” 

“My  name’s  Homer.” 

“And  I’  m Fifi.” 

“You’re  a fan  dancer?” 

“Yes,”  Fifi  answered  looking  beyond 
the  blue  horizon.  “Did  you  get  your 
Christmas  shopping  done,  Homer?” 
Young  Homer  pondered  this  ques- 
tion for  several  minutes.  The  silence 
was  an  embarrassing  silence.  Fifi 
waited.  She  is  a beautiful  woman, 
Homer  thought.  She  is  a dream. 

“Yes,  Fifi,”  he  answered  at  last.  “Are 
you  from  Havana?” 

“No,”  said  Fifi  after  another  long 
period  of  silence.  “I’m  from  New 
York.” 

“Are  you  going  to  Havana?” 

“Yes,  Homer.  I am  going  to  Ha- 
vana.” 

“Why,  Fifi?” 

“To  dance.” 

And  then  his  passion  overflowed. 
“Fifi,”  he  cried.  “I  have  tried  to  drink 
the  waters  of  the  seas;  I have  tried  to 
count  the  sands  in  the  deserts;  and  I 
have  tried  to  live  on  the  GI  bill.” 

“I  can  help  you,  Homer.” 


“Would  you?  Fifi.” 

“What?”  ’ 

“Want  to  help  me?” 

“Yes,  Homer,”  whispered  Fifi.  “1  do, 
really.” 

And  as  the  Journalism  building 
burned  to  the  ground,  they  walked 
from  out  of  the  burning  embers  to- 
wards the  turkey  hatchery.  In  the 
distance  the  chapel  chimes  played 
“Silent  Night.”  And  the  snow  fell 
white  and  pure  and  covered  the  black 
earth  in  a garment  of  chastity.  All  was 
beautiful,  calm  and  quiet. 

When  the  two  lovers  entered  the 
hatchery,  thev  stopped  for  a moment 
beside  a big  pile  of  feathers.  Fifi  smiled 
and  rolled  her  big  blue  eyes.  “Homer, 
these  are  the  most.” 

“And  they  are  yours.” 

“In  Havana  I will  dance  as  never 
before.” 

Homer  looked  upon  Fifi  as  she  fon- 
dled the  feathers.  He  could  say  noth- 
ing. Fifi  looked  up  and  her  big  blue 
eves  rolled.  They  smiled.  She  smiled. 
And  Homer  smiled. 

“Fifi,”  said  Homer.  “Will  you  marry 
me?” 

“Do  vou  think  I should,  Homer?” 

“I  think  you  should,  Fifi.” 

“But  if  there’s  a doubt  . . .” 

“A  doubt?”  questioned  the  reporter. 
“Come  to  Havana  with  me,  Homer.” 
“I  will.” 

And  thev  did. 

Thus  ends  our  little  Christmas  love 
storv.  Nothing  profound;  never  a so- 
cial problem;  and  absolutely  no  con- 
flict. As  a matter  of  fact,  a UT  actor 
said  this  storv  is  the  Marty  of  College 
Park  which  might  be  some  sort  of 
praise  considering  the  current  trend  in 
popular  literature.  Anyway,  c’est  la 
vie  and  a Merrv  Christmas  to  vou  all. 


SHERWOOD  SWINGERS 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

by  pouring  vats  of  melted  Hank  Snow 
records  on  the  onrushing  hipsters.  But 
the  Sherwood  Studs  were  not  to  be 
denied  and  thev  wailed  up  over  the 
walls  and  into  the  chambers. 

They  seized  Prince  John,  routed  his 
rebel  herd,  and  freed  Robin  from  the 
dungeon.  In  the  chamber,  Richard 
proceeded  to  tongue-lash  the  laine 
Prince.  “John,  your  deeds  are  the  low- 
est. It  is  my  order  that  you  spend  your 
remaining  years  in  Presley  Prison,  a 
fate  worse  than  death.  Guards,  remove 
this  anti-hipness!” 


Marian,  who  had  long  had  eves  for 
Robin,  made  bold  to  speak.  “Robin, 
you  are  the  essence  of  franticness,  let 
me  see  your  stamp  collection.” 

Robin,  scuffing  his  kelly-green 
suedes,  said  softly,  “Fair  hipstress,  it’s 
you  who  is  the  true  gas.” 

Marian  blushingly  replied,  “No,  no, 
Robin,  you  are  much  further  out  than 
I could  ever  hope  to  be.” 

“Chick,  I appreciate  the  five  stars,” 
spoke  Robin,  “but  really,  vou  are  the 
epitome  of  progressiveness.” 

Tired  of  hassleing,  they  called  in 
Wild  Will  to  act  as  an  impartial  judge 
of  their  relative  highness.  After  great 
deliberation  and  much  measurement, 
Robin  was  found  to  be  approximately 
2.67  leagues  further  out  than  the 
swinging  maiden. 

After  this  wigging  determination, 
Robin  shvlv  said  to  Marian,  “Wouldst 
fly  this  hung-upness  and  split  on  down 
to  Birdland  for  the  opening  of  Woody 
Ivanhoe  and  his  Absurd  Herd?” 

...  As  the  two  lovers  did  a slow 
fadeout,  the  entire  assemblage  could 
be  heard  singing  out  on  a Ladv  Ro- 
wena  arrangement  of  “dancing  on  the 
Ceiling.” 


Terps  Find  Things 
COPACETIC 
at 


LITTLE  TAVERN 

7413  Baltimore  Boulevard 
College  Park,  Maryland 
OPEN  ANYTIME-NIGHT  AND  DAY 
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CHAPMAN’S  Service  Center 

"Just  1-Block  North  of  Campus  on  U.  S.  #1" 

IS  YOUR  BEST  BET  FOR  . . . 

• LUBRICATION  • SERVICE 

• GOODYEAR  TBA  MWtt*  • REPAIRS 

WITH  NEW  \^sUPER^y  X-CHEMICAL 

8325  BALTIMORE  BLVD.,  COLLEGE  PARK,  MD  - TO.  9-9651 


PHOTOENGRAVERS 

• fine  platemaking 

• complete  art  dept. 

• overnight  service 

for  prompt  efficient 
mobile  telephone  pickup 
and  delivery  service.  . . 


(Zatl  JUniper  7-8211 

REX  ENGRAVING  CO.,  INC. 

804  5 NEWELL  STREET,  SILVER  SPRING,  MD. 

J.  J.AA4.4.  J.  J.  J.J.4.4.A4.  A A A J.  J.XA  J.  J.  J.J.AA  j 


Suburban  Trust  Company 

A Strong,  Friendly  Bonk 

Visit  our  bank  in  the  College  Park  Shopping  Center. 

Personal  loans  and  checking  accounts,  and  2p2%  paid 
on  savings.  Every  banking  and  trust  facility.  Night 
depository  for  Fraternities  and  Sororities.  15  different 
offices  in  Prince  Georges  and  Montgomery  Counties. 


HOURS: 


Monday  thru  Friday,  8:30  A.M.  to  2:00  P.M. 
Friday  Evenings,  6:00  P.M.  to  8:00  P.M. 
Saturdays  8:30  A.M.  to  12  Noon 


MEMBER  FEDERAL  DEPOSIT  INSURANCE  CORPORATION 


TtttTtTTTTttttTtTtTTTTtTTTTf tTtttTTf tTf ttTttTtf TttftT 


AJ>4>  J»4»4>4*4»4»4>4>4>4>4>4>4>’L»L4»4»4»4>«I>4»4>4>^ 


lifter  C'laSSei  3Vi 

The 

TOWN  HALL  TAVERN 

"FOR  REFRESHMENT" 

UNDER  NEW  MANAGEMENT 
AND 

ENLARGED  GREATLY 
FOR  YOUR 

DINING  AND  DANCING 

Located  on  U.  S.  #1  - Just  a 
block  North  of  University  of 
Maryland 


'VrTTTTTTTTTTTfTTTTTTTtTtTttTf TTttTTTTTTTTTtTTTTtTttTI 


GARDEN 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

Herb  remembered  how,  when 
young,  he  struck  his  formations  of  tin 
soldiers  with  a hammer  to  simulate 
battle-like  explosions.  His  humor  and 
complacency  deserted  him. 

The  fanciful  dream  began  to  re- 
semble a nightmare.  He  had  had 
enough.  It  was  time  to  awaken  and  go 
upstairs  to  bed. 

Herb  Grigsby  screamed. 

Paula  came  down  the  stairs  as 
quickly  as  semi-sleep  would  permit. 

“Herb,  are  vou  all  right,  dear?” 

She  adjusted  her  eyes  to  the  night 
and  scanned  the  room  for  him.  It 
seemed  to  be  in  order.  For  a moment, 
Paula  noticed  the  garden  and  was 
fascinated  bv  it.  Still,  a question  came 
to  mind:  “Why  in  the  world  did  Herb 
leave  a broken  soldier  lving  on  the 
tracks?” 

A soldier  prodded  him  with  a bayo- 
net, and  he  shuffled  along  until  he  saw 
an  opportunity  for  escape.  Evidently, 
the  guard  did  not  expect  such  an  ac- 
tion. There  was  a momentary  gap 
in  the  formation  and  Herb  lunged 
through  it. 

“Halt,”  shouted  the  captain  of  the 
guard.  “You  can’t  escape.” 

“That’s  what  you  think,”  he  yelled. 
Herb  had  a happy  picture  of  jumping 
fi;om  the  garden  platform  to  the  soft 
run  below.  He  reasoned  that  at  the 
same  time  he  would  awaken  as  the 
result  of  falling  from  the  couch  in  his 
sleep.  Nightmares  had  ended  in  a 
similar  manner  previously. 

With  Herb  well  ahead  and  confi- 
dent, the  chase  continued.  He  arrived 
at  the  train  tracks  breathlessly.  It  rep- 
resented the  final  obstacle,  hut  here 
he  encountered  difficulty.  As  he 
stepped  across  the  tracks,  an  auto- 
matic switch  caught  his  foot  in  a de- 
termined and  painful  grip.  Horror 
claimed  him. 

From  behind  came  the  shouts  and 
curses  of  his  pursuers  as  they  drew 
near. 

“When  is  this  blasted  nightmare 
going  to  end?”  he  asked  repeatedly. 
“Am  I going  mad?” 

The  realistic  sound  of  a locomotive 
whistle  came  from  the  distance.  The 
tracks  beneath  him  vibrated.  It  was 
the  scale  model  train  he  had  admired 
and  purchased  the  week  before. 

A convincing  clieketv-clack  grew  in- 
creasingly loud. 
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JIMENEZ 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

his  solitude,  protected  him  as  a child. 
She  saw  that  his  poems  were  pub- 
lished, that  his  bills  were  paid,  that  he 
was  freed  from  “busyness.” 

They  returned  to  America  and  were 
invited  to  the  University  in  1944.  His 
students  never  heard  him  discuss  his 
own  poetry— always  the  reference  was 
to  “one  of  us.”  He  was  a plain  man  and 
catered  to  plain  people.  He  asked  the 
students,  not  the  diplomats,  to  his 
home  and  would  give  them  beauty  and 
wisdom.  But  he  spoke  English  only  to 
children. 

He  read  English  and  German,  dis- 
cussed music,  national  affairs,  paint- 
ing, literature  fluidlv.  He  drew  carica- 
tures and  sketches— enjoving  his  paint- 
ing still. 

He  had  tried  a series  of  broadcasts 
for  Spanish  Americans  during  the  war, 
but  resented  the  censorship  of  his  care- 
ful speeches. 

His  home  was  full  of  books  and 
friendliness,  but  he  was  lonely  for  his 
wav  of  life.  “These  towns  without  a 
public  square,”  he  sighed.  “In  Spain 
. . . the  people  I have  met  on  a bench 
in  the  square.” 

And  he  continued  to  write.  He  went 
to  Argentina  and  was  flooded  with 
flowers  and  admiring  crowds.  “When 
I was  in  Buenos  Aires,”  he  recalls,  “I 
felt  twenty  years  younger.” 

Living  in  Puerto  Rico,  he  wrote— 
lovingly  protected  by  his  wife.  His 
wife  was  ill  though,  suffering  quietly. 
She  put  his  affairs  in  order,  preparing 
them  both  for  her  death.  He  was  nomi- 
nated for  the  Nobel  Prize— and  she 
would  not  die  until  she  knew.  Juan 
Ramon  Jimenez  won  a Nobel  Prize 
at  the  time  of  his  greatest  sorrow— for 
his  wife  died  three  days  later.  “It  was 
her  prize  as  much  as  mine,”  and  he 
mourned  at  the  time  of  his  triumph. 

Juan  Ramon  Jimenez: 

“On  the  day  when  each  man  is  a 
better  man,  the  human  race  will  have 
reached  its  goal.” 

“Inner  poetry  eludes  words— we 
strive  to  find  that  spiritual  asset,  the 
inner  essence.  In  my  generation  we 
are  at  times  conceptualists,  but  we 
touch  the  spiritual.” 

“I  awake  each  morning  with  a new 
illusion.” 

A poet. 


No  pipe  mixture  at  anq  price 
can  match  |f  Q|J  Q^y 


We  proved  it  and  so  can  you 

A sample  of  Holiday  Pipe  Mixture 
in  a plain  wrapper  was  shown  to 
the  custom  blender  in  a nationally 
famous  tobacco  shop.  “Can  you 
duplicate  this  tobacco?"  he  was 
asked.  After  careful  examination, 
he  said,  frankly,  that  he  couldn't. 
Although  he  could  identify  the 
types  of  tobacco  used  and  could 
supply  them  in  a $6  a pound  mix- 
ture, he  couldn't  guess  the  secret  of 
the  blend!  You  can  verify  Holiday's 
matchless  flavor  in  a much  easier 
way  — smoke  a pipeful.  Money 
back  for  the  pouch  flap  if  you 
don't  agree. 


LARUS  & BROTHER  COMPANY,  INC.,  RICHMOND,  VIRGINIA 


Custom  blended 
for  mildness 


More  men  every  year  switch  to 
Holiday,  because  it  contains  these 
five  famous  tobaccos  skillfully 
blended  into  a mixture  of  un- 
equalled flavor,  aroma  and  mild- 
ness. Each  tobacco  adds  its  own 
distinctive  flavor  and  aroma  to 
make  Holiday  America’s  finest 
pipe  mixture.  Try  a pipeful— enjoy 
its  coolness,  flavor  and  aroma — 
and  see  for  yourself  why  more  and 
more  men  are  switching  to  Holiday 
as  a steady  smoke. 


the  nation's  NEW  pleasure  smoke 


AMERICA'S  FINEST  PIPE  MIXTURE...  Cahada's  Finest  Too! 
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Galypso  Ghnstmas  for  G razy  Listening 

by  Arlys  Reitz 


One  of  the  nicest  things  about 
Christmas  is  the  music  . . . and  won- 
derful new  albums  of  Christmas  Carols 
are  out.  For  vigorous,  masculine  carol- 
singing, listen  to  Carol  Singing  at 
Kingsley  Hall , and  for  really  crazy 
listening,  hear  Cah/pso  Christmas  by 
the  de  Paur  chorus  (samples:  “Christ- 
mas in  de  Tropics”  and  “De  Virgin 
Mary  Had  a Baby  Bov”).  Westminister 
puts  out  The  Christmas  Story  in  Carols 
with  Basil  Rathbone  narrating  the 
scriptures. 

An  “Eighteenth  century  glass  instru- 
ment” is  featured  on  the  album  called 
Christmas  Music  Around  the  World. 
You’ve  heard  of  a glochenspeil?  This 
glass  instrument  is  a “glass-speil,” 
made  up  of  18  or  more  crystal  glasses 
with  water  in  them  to  create  different 
sounds.  The  glasspeil  player  runs  a 


wet  finger  around  the  rim  of  the  glass 
to  create  the  clean,  uncanny,  angelic 
sound. 

To  get  glasses  that  have  the  most 
potential  and  quality  the  player  haunts 
antique  shops  and  department  stores. 
He  must  create  a store  panic  as  he  goes 
down  shelves  and  shelves  of  crystal, 
giving  each  glass  a ringing  tap! 

For  live  Christmas  music,  the  Wash- 
ington churches  are  presenting  grand 
programs.  “The  Messiah”  will  be  sung 
December  23  at  8 o’clock  at  Shiloh 
Baptist  Church,  and  a Carol  service 
conducted  at  Washington  Cathedral 
at  1 1 o’clock  Christmas  Eve. 

The  National  Svmphonv  presents  a 
solid  holiday  season  of  good  music. 
December  18-19,  Eugene  Istomin  will 
be  plaving  Mozart,  Beethoven,  and 
Franck. 


Artists  for  January  include  violinist 
Francescatti,  here  January  1 and  2, 
and  pianist  Artur  Rubenstein  who  will 
play  two  different  programs,  January 
8 and  9.  Chopin’s  Piano  Concerto  in 
E minor,  Rachmaninoff’s  Rhapsody  on 
a Theme  from  Pagannini,  Beethoven’s 
Piano  Concerto  No.  3 and  Tchaikov- 
sky’s Svmphony  No.  4 are  on  the 
agenda.  All  concerts  will  be  given  at 
Constitution  Hall. 

Gifts  of  Christmas  records  are  wel- 
come and  lasting.  For  the  luekv  friend 
with  the  Hi  Fi  set —Plaza  de  Toros, 
Music  of  the  Bullfight  Ring,  a test 
record  by  Audio  Fidelity  and  Sound- 
proof, a Westminster  Hi  Fi  featuring 
the  two-pianist  team  of  Ferrante  and 
Teicher. 

However  you  celebrate  the  holidays, 
enjoy  them  with  music! 
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TOUR  FUTURE- Chemistry  and  Toppers? 


In  an  age  when  most  frontiers  are 
shrinking,  there  is  one  that  is  constant- 
ly growing— the  frontier  of  the  chemist. 

This  frontier  lias  been  pushed  slowly 
back  ever  since  the  days  of  the  pioneer 
1 8th  and  19th  Century  chemists.  Their 
theories,  proved  in  laboratories,  were 
made  useful  by  the  mechanical  genius 
of  engineers  such  as  Heinrich  Koppers, 
designer  of  the  modern  chemical  recov- 
ery coke  oven.  These  early  scientists 
laid  the  foundation  for  the  diversified 
chemical  industry  that  has  grown  so 
rapidly  in  the  20th  Century. 

And  what  are  the  results?  An  indus- 
try that  has  helped  mankind  by  devel- 
oping entirely  new  and  better  products 
for  more  pleasant  living:  an  industry 
that  has  extended  the  life  of  man  by 
developing  new  or  improved  medicines; 
an  industry  that  has  extended  the 
life  ot  mam  materials,  conserving  our 
natural  resources. 


Your  future?  It’s  going  to  be  touched 
by  chemistry  to  an  extent  never  dreamed 
of  by  earlier  college  classes.  That’s  why 
a future  in  the  chemical  industry  can  be 
such  a rewarding  one  for  those  who  are 
not  afraid  of  the  challenge  of  responsi- 
bility, the  new  and  the  difficult. 

In  addition  to  chemicals  and  plastics, 
Koppers  produces  tar  products,  metal 
products,  pressure-treated  wood.  It  de- 
signs and  builds  coke,  steel  and  chem- 
ical plants. 

If  you  would  like  to  know  more  about 


a future  in  chemistry  or  engineering 
with  Koppers,  contact  your  College 
Placement  Director.  Or  write  Industrial 
Relations  Manager,  Koppers  Company, 
Inc.,  Koppers  Building,  Pittsburgh  19, 
Pennsylvania. 


SEND  FOR  free  24-page 
brochure  entitled  "Your 
Career  at  Koppers."  Just 
address  your  letter  to  In- 
dustrial Relations  Man- 
ager, Koppers  Company 
Inc.,  Koppers  Building 
Pittsburgh  19.  Pa. 


Consider  a Career  with  Koppers 


A NEW  IDEA  IN  SMOKING! 


Switch  to  oaicnn 

...smoke  refreshed 


Take  a Puff— It's  Springtime! 

This  inviting  spring  scene  tells  you  how  refresh- 
ing Salem  tastes.  Pure  menthol-fresh  comfort . . . 
full  rich  tobacco  flavor  with  a new  surprise  soft- 
ness . . . modern  filter,  too.  You  smoke  refreshed! 
New  experience  for  any  smoker.  Try  Salem! 


It’s  delightful  to  smoke  Salem... you’ll  love  ’em! 


ENGINEERS: 


Here’s  the  way  to  a 
better  life. . .with  unusual 
opportunities  and  security! 


This  may  well  be  the  most  important  ad- 
vertisement you  will  ever  read. 

Right  here,  in  the  area  you  know  so  well, 
one  of  the  finest  places  in  the  world  to  raise 
a family  and  live  a full,  rewarding  life,  there 
are  exceptionally  promising  opportunities 
for  engineers. 

Starting  salaries  are  attractive.  Chances 
for  advancement  have  never  been  better. 
The  gas  industry  is  the  sixth  largest  in  the 
country.  It  has  nearly  15  billion  dollars  in 
gross  assets,  employs  196,000  people,  has 
465,000  miles  of  pipeline,  serves  28  million 
people  coast-to-coast— and  is  considered  one 
of  the  fastest  growing  industries  today.  Here 
at  the  Washington  Gas  Light  Company, 
growth  has  been  phenomenal.  You’ll  find 
the  vitality  and  spirit  of  this  progressive 
company,  now  one  of  the  largest  in  the  in- 
dustry, is  contagious.  Our  engineering  staff 
is  top-flight.  That  means  you  will  be  working 
with  really  high-caliber  men  in  an  industry 
full  of  exciting  challenges. 


Most  important,  too,  you  will  find  an 
unusual  degree  of  security  here— freedom  to 
concentrate  on  your  work,  marry,  raise  a 
family  with  peace  of  mind.  Our  retirement 
plan  is  completely  paid  for  by  the  company. 

Life  and  hospitalization  insurance  is  par- 
tially paid  for  by  the  company.  Sickness 
benefits  and  vacation  allowances  are  liberal 
and  increase  with  length  of  service. 

Seldom  have  young  graduate  engineers 
been  face-to-face  with  so  attractive  a com- 
bination of  good  earnings,  challenging  work, 
career  opportunities  and  security. 

Today,  the  "grass  is  greenest”  right  in 
your  own  backyard. 

Today,  you  can  make  the  most  important 
appointment  of  your  life. 

Get  in  touch  with  the  Washington  Gas 
Light  Company  for  details  on  how  you,  in 
particular,  can  benefit  from  the  rising  tide  of 
opportunities  in  the  gas  industry. 


Wouldn’t  you  like  to 
remain  in  this  area? 

W ashington  enjoys  the  nation’s  highest  per 
capita  income.  Rich  in  cultural,  recreational  and 
educational  facilities,  this  is  one  of  the  few  big 
cities  abounding  in  both  modestly-priced  luxury 
apartments  and  lovely,  close-in  suburban  areas. 


Call  or  write  today: 

Contact  Mr.  Dulin,  REpublic  7-3275,  ext.  479; 
or  write  to  Washington  Gas  Light  Company, 
1100  H Street,  N.W.,  Washington,  D.  C. 


WASHINGTON 


LIGHT  COMPANY 


ENGINEERING  UNDERGRADUATES:  Check  up  now  on  the  many  opportunities  for  summer  vacation  employment. 


Tale  of  Two  Cities 

by  Tom  Nichols 


It  looks  like  this  semester  the  studies 
will  become  a little  harder  for  every- 
body. We  have  all  probably  made 
resolutions  to  put  a little  more  effort 
into  this  new  semester.  So,  keeping  in 
mind  the  fact  that  few  of  us  will  be 
traveling  about  in  search  of  entertain- 
ment I have  gathered  a bit  of  informa- 
tion on  nite  life  in  our  own  community 
of  College  Park. 

The  popularity  of  the  local  colle- 
giate hangouts  seems  to  shift  every 
now  and  then.  The  Town  Hall,  which 
is  on  U.  S.  1 about  M mile  towards 
Baltimore  on  the  right  is  doing  a 
hardv  business  after  they  redecorated 
their  place. 

The  Hall  is  going  strong  almost 
seven  nights  a week  now.  They  have 
good  sandwiches  served  with  one  of 
the  better  brands  of  that  delicious 
“bubblv”  brought  to  you  in  an  ice-cold 
mug.  This  is  about  the  only  place  in 
the  area  to  go  dancing.  Music  is  pro- 
vided by  Wurlitzer,  an  ingenious  de- 
vice with  variable  loudness  control, 
loud,  and  louder. 

The  Starlight,  on  up  the  road  about 
a mile  on  the  left,  has  the  distinction 
of  having  the  only  color  television  set 
around  here  with  the  exception  of  the 
Student  Union  Building.  But  of  course 
the  Starlight  has  the  better  atmosphere 
and  is  more  refreshing  as  evidenced  by 
the  lack  of  a tap  in  the  Student  Union 
Building.  Pizza  at  the  Starlight  is  fair 
and  not  too  costly,  but  after  a while 
it  doesn’t  make  any  different  anyhow 
so  drop  in  some  evening  and  watch  the 
Ed  Sullivan  show  in  color,  it  makes 
Elvis  Preslev  look  like  a cottin’  picking 
Wheat  farmer  with  long  hair. 

The  Ledo  on  University  Lane,  in  the 
Adelphi  shopping  center,  is  usually 
loaded  with  Maryland  students  these 
days.  The  Ledo  is  fairly  quiet  and  is 
just  the  right  place  to  take  your  date 
when  she  has  a 10:30.  A small  pizza 
and  four  frosted  mugs  is  perfect  for  a 
$1.65  outing.  The  Ledo  has  a handy 
“carry  out  shop”  in  its  lobby  for  those 
who  have  to  go  back  to  the  fraternity 
house  to  studv.  The  manager  there 


recently  told  me  that  he  loves  to  have 
people  over  21  visit  him  as  they  are 
mature  and  help  so  much  in  paying  the 
rent. 

The  Hollywood  Inn  on  U.  S.  1 about 
three  miles  towards  Baltimore  on  the 
right  hand  side,  is  under  new  manage- 
ment. Many  Marvlanders  were  sorry 
to  see  “Mom”  and  “Pop”  leave,  but  the 
old  customers  will  still  recognize  Dottv 
who  helps  the  Inn  retain  some  of  its 
old  atmosphere.  We  have  found  that 
this  is  a very  good  place  to  have  din- 
ner. Meals  run  from  less  than  a dollar 
to  about  $2.00.  Everything  is  cooked 
to  order  and  the  food  a welcome  break- 


room  is  always  open  to  groups,  and 
soon  again  it  will  be  a race  to  see  who 
wins  after  Monday  night  fraternity 
meetings. 

Here’s  a plug  for  the  boys  down  at 
the  Varsity  Carry-Out.  Walt  and  Don 
Hoefler  have  made  it  a going  business 
down  on  College  Avenue.  Everything 
they  have  is  good  and  they  have  free 
delivery  until  three  in  the  morning  for 
those  of  you  who  have  exams  and  need 
an  earlv  morning  snack.  During  finals 
Walt  and  Don  have  made  it  a practice 
to  stay  open  all  night  long.  Their  most 
popular  items  are  the  steak  sandwich 
at  55^  and  creamy  thick  milk  shakes 
at  30(b  Give  them  a ring  at  Ap.  7-0104. 


from  the  dining  hall  fare.  The  back 
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• fine  platemaking 

• complete  art  dept. 

• overnight  service 

for  prompt  efficient 
mobile  telephone  pickup 
and  delivery  service.  . . 


JUniper  7-8211 

REX  ENGRAVING  CO.,  INC. 
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IRON  GATE  INN 

1734  N St.,  N.  W.  Washington,  D.  C. 

THE  OPEN  GATE  TO  CHARM 
AND  GOOD  FOOD 

Lunch  from  12  Noon  - 2:45  P.  M. 

Dinners  5 P.  M.  - 7:45  P.  M. 

OPEN  7 DAYS  A WEEK 

FILET  MIGNON  • BREAST  OF 
CHICKEN  BAKED  IN  CREAM 
Famous  Butterscotch  Rolls 
EXCELLENT  FOOD  AT  REASONABLE  PRICES 

MEtropolitan  8-5179 
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BALTIMORE 


/ Program  for 

/ Progress  at 

GAS  AND  ELECTRIC 


COMPANY 


Growth  and  stability  are  predominant  features  of  the 
electric  and  gas  utility  industry.  These  services  provide 
the  energy  for  America’s  ever-expanding  industrial 
production  . . . the  basis  of  ever-rising  standards  of 
living.  The  industry  today  is  experiencing  the  greatest 
growth  in  its  history,  and  new  advances — in  production, 
distribution,  utilization — are  indicative  of  dynamic  de- 
velopment ahead.  It  is  a field  that  commands  the  atten- 
tion of  college  men  with  vision  and  initiative  . . . where 
assurance  of  a successful,  interesting,  well-paying  career 
depends  solely  upon  the  individual’s  ability  and  ambition. 

POSITIONS  AVAILABLE  Baltimore  Gas  and  Electric 
Company  has  more  than  doubled  its  electric  generating 
capacity  in  the  past  ten  years  and  its  output  of  gas  has 
tripled.  Over  200  million  dollars  will  be  spent  in  the 
next  five  years  for  new  construction.  Such  growth  spells 
great  OPPORTUNITY.  We  have  immediate  placement 
for  graduates  in  engineering — electrical,  mechanical, 
civil,  industrial,  chemical — in  finance,  accounting  and 
business  administration.  Our  business  comprises  all 
phases  of  utility  operation,  from  the  planning  and  con- 
struction of  new  plant  facilities  to  sales  engineering  in 
applying  power  and  fuel  for  users  of  service.  The  varied 
nature  of  these  operations  puts  a premium  on  your 
capacity  to  learn,  to  accept  responsibility,  to  develop 
your  capabilities  and  earning  power.  It  offers  wide 
opportunity  to  find  the  sphere  of  work  in  which  you  will 
derive  greatest  satisfaction  ...  to  concentrate  your  efforts 
where  your  talents  and  interests  can  best  be  applied. 
Summer  work  is  available  for  pre-graduate  students. 

SIZE  AND  SCOPE  OPERATIONS  Balti  more  G & E 
serves  a 2.283  sq.  mi.  area,  fronting  the  Chesapeake  Bay, 
which  comprises  one  of  America’s  major  metropolitan 
centers,  a seaport  of  the  first  magnitude,  heavy  concentra- 
tions of  widely  diversified,  rapidly  expanding  indus- 
try, and  productive  rural  sections.  The  Company  ranks 


An  experienced  operator  explains  the  gas  pressure 
control  equipment  to  an  engineer  trainee. 


Young  engineers  apply  their  knotvledge  and  skill 


in  maintenance  of  large  power  equipment. 

with  America’s  larger  utilities,  with  almost  half  a million 
electric  customers,  359,000  gas  customers;  and  personnel 
totaling  over  7,900.  Quality  of  service,  caliber  of  man- 
agement, relations  with  customers  have  gained  national 
recognition  in  the  utility  field. 

PERSONAL  ADVANTAGES  At  Baltimore  G & E you 
will  find  full  scope  for  continued  growth  and  advance- 
ment ...  a position  which  carries  prestige  that  comes  | 
with  association  in  an  organization  of  recognized  com- 
munity leadership  and  importance.  You  will  enjoy  the 
advantage  of  liberal  personnel  policies,  congenial  working 
conditions  with  able  associates,  an  atmosphere  of  high 
morale.  Job  benefits  are  significant;  relating  to  sickness, 
hospitalization,  life  insurance,  retirement,  vacation,  social 
activities  and  other  features. 

ADVANCED  STUDIES  To  encourage  employees  to  en- 
hance their  educational  status  and  earning  capacity,  our 
Educational  Assistance  Plan  offers  complete  financing, 
with  refund  of  tuition  and  fees  to  those  who  complete 
approved  graduate  courses.  Educational  facilities  here 
for  advanced  study  are  unsurpassed. 

WRITE  FOR  THIS  BOOK 

24  pages  of  information 
about  job  opportunities  at 
Baltimore  G&E.  Our  repre- 
sentatives visit  many  colleges 
and  universities.  Ask  your 
placement  director  about  an 
interview,  or  write  J.  W. 

Carothers,  Manager,  Person- 
nel Department,  Baltimore 
Gas  and  Electric  Company, 

1612  Lexington  Building, 

Baltimore  3,  Md. 
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Of  Fashion,  Farce  and  Fables 


• • • 


During  the  final  weeks  of  the  fall 
semester  the  Old  Line  was  flooded 
with  contributions  from  potential  poets 
and  novelists.  The  literary  segment  of 
Terpville  was  no  longer  suffering  from 
writer’s  cramp  and  began  heeding  our 
oft-echoed  invitation  to  submit  their 
work. 

It  would  he  impossible  to  publish 
every  poem  and  story  received  in  our 
Valentine  issue.  However  everyone 
who  submitted  something  for  publica- 
tion will  be  contacted  by  this  office— 
either  through  the  mail  or  bv  phone. 

The  life  blood  of  any  publication  is 
its  content— and  the  student  magazine 
must  be  supplied  by  the  students  here 
at  Maryland.  We’re  glad  that  you 
haven’t  forgotten  us. 

Hal  Burdett  and  Jim  Russell  have 
written  what  we  believe  to  be  some 


of  the  finest  fiction  ever  to  be  pub- 
lished in  the  Old  Line.  Carol  Cushard, 
whose  poems  in  the  Christmas  issue 
have  been  included  in  a personal 
anthology  recently  published  has  per- 
mitted us  to  use  one  more  work  par- 
ticularly appropriate  for  this  Valentine 
issue. 

Tina  Fragale’s  hilarious  burlesque 
of  Shakespeare’s  tragedy  “Hamlet”  and 
Wayne  Kennedy’s  caustic  “fables”  are 
other  features  we  think  you’ll  enjoy. 

The  girls  won’t  want  to  miss  the 
special  section  on  the  coming  Spring 
Fashions.  The  apparel  is  from  Lans- 
burg’s  Department  Store,  while  the 
models  are  four  chic  campus  coeds. 

Anyone  like  to  tour  Europe  for  the 
summer?  Last  year  Nancy  Mason  Sid, 
through  a scholarship  donated  by  the 
Experiment  in  International  Living,  a 


non-profit  organization  working  to  fos- 
ter a better  understanding  between 
nations.  Nancy  tells  you  all  about  this 
opportunity  on  another  page  of  the 
Old  Line. 

See  you  in  April— with  our  annual 
parody. 
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by  Stan  Hames 


This  being  the  Valentine  issue,  we 
think  it  appropriate  to  discuss  affairs 
of  love  and  sentiment  and  other  such 
distressing  topics.  Here’s  an  excellent 
new  idea  for  you  die-hard  Pyramid 
Club  fans.  This  is  for  you  men  only. 
Simply  contact  one  of  the  editors  of 
the  Old  Line  and  say  you  want  to  join 
the  new  Valentine’s  Pyramid  Club.  Put 
your  name  on  the  list,  then  bundle  up 
your  sweetheart  and  send  her  to  who- 
ever heads  the  list.  If  the  chain  re- 
mains unbroken,  at  the  end  of  nine 
days  you  will  have  climbed  to  the  top 
and  a hundred  and  twenty-seven  girls 
will  come  to  your  house. 

The  following  portion  of  this  article 
is  dedicated  to  you  girls  who  have  at 
one  time  or  another  been  thrown  over 
bv  some  gay  young  blade  about  cam- 
pus. It  concerns  itself  with  a do-it- 
yourself  voodoo  kit.  Carolyn  Iverson, 
Sophomore  in  A & S,  came  upon  the 
idea  one  day  while  playfully  throwing 
darts  at  her  room  mate,  making  believe 
it  was  one  Jerry  Nettleton,  Sophomore 
in  B.P.A.  The  brainstorm  included  a 
simple  witchcraft  doll,  fashioned  from 
an  old  sock,  and  plenty  of  long,  sharp 
pins.  For  some  time  thereafter,  Caro- 
lyn placed  a pin  in  the  doll  every 
evening  before  retiring  and  sometimes 
during  the  day  “if  things  weren’t  going 
right.”  The  final  climax  came  one  night 
when  she,  in  a fit  of  rage,  burned  the 
thing  in  the  trash  basket  and  almost 
included  the  dorm  with  it.  Jerry  re- 
ported that  the  pin  idea  was  rather 
ineffective;  however,  the  night  of  the 
burning  he  was  seized  with  hot  and 


cold  flashes,  accompanied  bv  the  runs 
and  dizzy  spells. 

College  can  be  very  bewildering  to 
the  freshman  coed  who  is  unfamiliar 
with  its  standard  operating  procedures. 
An  unidentified  lass  was  exasperated 
at  receiving  a letter  from  her  English 
instructor  stating  that  he  was  aware  of 
the  fact  that  she  had  missed  three 
periods  and  action  would  be  taken  im- 
mediately lest  she  correct  the  difficulty 
as  soon  as  possible. 

Jack  Stringer,  senior  in  A & S,  dis- 
covered a big  white  worm  with  suction 
cup  feet  in  his  soup  at  the  dining  hall 
recently.  Protesting  to  one  of  the  dieti- 
cians, she  promptly  gave  him  another 
helping  of  soup. 

Dr.  Geoffrey  S.  Ludford  gave  a 
problem  in  a course  called  Differential 
Equations  over  the  Christmas  holidays. 
One  of  his  pupils  phoned  him  at  3:15 
a.m.,  New  Year’s  Dav  and  asked  about 
the  assignment,  Fourier  series  of  sin3x. 
Ludford  didn’t  elaborate  on  the  answer 
he  gave  the  inquiring  student. 

Joe  Rays,  senior  in  E.E.,  thinks  a 
new  hororarv  society  should  be  started 
for  4.0  engineering  students.  They 
should  be  called  Mau  Mail’s  or  maybe 
the  M.F.’s,  then  thev  could  be  shot  on 
sight.  No  one  is  more  appalling  than 
a 4.0  engineering  student. 

Apparently  the  I.F.C.  has  voted  to 
hold  its  meetings  more  frequently  . . . 
every  night  at  the  Town  Hall,  as  a 
matter  of  fact.  And  speaking  of  the 
Town  Hall,  have  any  of  you  girls  tried 
to  wend  vour  way  back  to  the  john  on 
a busy,  crowded  night?  One  girl  was 


overheard  saying,  “It’s  almost  worth  the 
laundry  bills  to  forego  the  struggle 
through  the  mob  of  drinking,  brawl- 
ing, bawdy  boys.” 

Jon  Dinnond,  senior  in  A & S,  has 
been  voted  Campus  Fag  of  the  Year. 
Not  only  did  he  get  pinned,  but  he 
broke  down  and  went  to  church. 

Several  girls  in  Somerset  Hall  have 
devised  an  excellent  plan  for  obtaining 
cigarette  money.  They  thug  coke  bottles 
from  the  coke  machine  and  sell  them 
to  the  grocery  store. 

Frank  Just,  Sophomore  in  B.P.A., 
had  a trying  experience  recently.  Hur- 
rying to  get  his  books  together  for  a 
class,  he  asked  his  roommate  to  jot  out 
an  excuse  for  him  on  a doctor’s  pre- 
scription blank.  His  roommate  wrote 
out  the  message  in  the  familiar  pro- 
fessional script  and  slipped  it  into  an 
envelope.  Frank  grabbed  the  envelope 
and  hustled  off  to  class  without  read- 
ing it.  After  the  lecture,  he  approached 
the  professor  with  the  excuse  and 
asked  if  it  might  be  acceptable. 

The  instructor  opened  the  sealed 
envelope  and  read  the  message  care- 
fully. She  looked  at  Frank  with  a 
peculiar  expression  for  several  seconds 
and  finally  said,  “Yes,  this  is  accept- 
able.” Later,  walking  down  the  hill 
towards  the  fraternity  house,  Frank 
wondered  why  the  instructor  gave  him 
such  a strange  look.  Pulling  the  excuse 
out  of  his  pocket,  he  read  it.  It  said, 
“Please  excuse  Frank  Just  from  class 
on  December  10  through  December 
19.  During  this  time  he  was  a pimp.” 
Is  this  just-ice?? 
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My  Valentine 
Was 

Dirty 

by  Jim  Russell 


I remember  the  first  day  I saw  Lil- 
1 lette.  She  was  walking  across  cam- 
pus; a sharp  October  wind  was  doing 
wild  things  to  her  hair.  Her  hair  was 
black  and  long.  The  wind  plastered 
her  clothes  against  her  body.  I started 
searching  through  my  jacket  for  my 
horn-rimmed  spectacles.  I found  my 
glasses  and  the  wind  changed.  The  girl 
melted  into  the  crowd  that  was  oozing 
into  the  A&S  building.  I caught  a last 
glimpse  of  her  on  the  steps.  My  best 
buddv  was  standing  near  the  door. 
I rushed  up  to  him. 

“Hev,  Moose,  did  you  see  that  living 
doll  that  oozed  in  here  just  a second 
ago?” 

“Was  it  a girl?”  he  said  after  catch- 
ing his  breath. 

“What  else,  stupid?”  “She  had  long, 
black  hair.  She  was  a dream.  Unless  I 
miss  my  guess,  she  was  a real  girl.”  I 
foamed  with  her  praises. 

“I  didn’t  see  no  dolls  come  through 
here,”  he  said.  Moose  was  an  English 
major. 

“Oh,  you  must  have  seen  her,”  I 
said,  kicking  his  shins,  “think,  man, 
think.” 

“Well,  I did  see  a pig  with  black 
hair  just  go  in  before  you  came  up, 
but  she  wasn’t  no  good-looking  girl.” 

“Thanks,  Moose  boy,  you’re  all 
right,”  I said.  Moose  would  think  any 
girl  was  a pig.  Up  until  he  was  thir- 
teen he  thought  that  everybody  was 
the  same  sex.  Now  that  he  knew,  he 
didn’t  care.  We  started  walking  across 
the  campus. 

“Moose,”  I said,  “do  you  mind  if 
once  again  I tell  vou  that  familiar  story 
concerning  the  way  of  a man  and  a 
maid?” 

“Look,”  he  said,  “I  know  all  about 
the  birds  and  the  bees.  Just  because 
you’re  skirt-crazy  don’t  think  I oughta 
flip  every  time  I see  a pig  that  you 
think  is  the  greatest.”  He  illustrated 
his  point  about  flipping  bv  doing  hand- 


springs on  the  ground.  I followed  suit. 

“But  Moose,”  I panted,  “have  you 
no  poetry  in  vdur  soul?  Don’t  women 
inspire  you  to  do  greater  things,  make 
better  hand-springs?”  At  this  he 
stopped  making  hand-springs. 

“Look,  Kid,  two  blonds  and  a red- 
head are  coming  this  way— get  in- 
spired.” 

“Listen,  Moose,  I don’t  flip  over  just 
any  girl.  In  fact,  most  women  don’t 
move  me  at  all.  That  dark-haired  girl 
we  just  saw  is  an  exception.  She  is  a 
rare  spirit  and  I feel  that  I must  have 
her.  Indeed,  I shall  have  her!” 

“Indeed,  drop  dead,”  Moose  said. 
He  took  off. 

I suddenly  realized  that  I didn’t 
know  the  girl’s  name  or  where  I could 
find  her.  The  sun  went  behind  a late 
afternoon  cloud  and  the  wind  seemed 
colder.  I felt  sick  with  loneliness.  I 
needed  someone.  Cold  rain  started 
falling. 

* O * 

The  rain  fell  on  the  deserted  city 
streets  of  Pittsburgh.  I was  taking  our 
dog.  King  Lear,  for  a walk  around  the 
block.  It  was  late  for  this,  almost  mid- 
night. I’m  usually  in  bed  before  this, 
but  today  I had  had  my  tenth  birth- 
day. Mother  had  allowed  me  to  stay 
up.  Suddenly  I realized  that  King  Lear 
wasn’t  with  me. 

“King  Lear.  Here  boy,”  I called.  I 
walked  faster.  I stopped  and  listened. 
Nothing  but  the  soft  patter  of  rain  and 
the  sound  of  water  running  along  the 
gutters. 

After  a while  I decided  to  let  King 
Lear  find  his  own  wav  home.  I had 
walked  farther  than  just  around  the 
block  and  Mom  would  begin  to  worry 
if  I stayed  out  too  long.  I didn’t  recog- 
nize anv  of  the  houses  I was  passing. 
One  more  block.  Two  blocks.  Panic 
started  soaking  me  like  the  rain— only 
from  the  inside  out.  Hot  fear  was  spill- 


ing from  my  eyes.  I began  running. 
Still  I couldn’t  find  anv  familiar  land- 
marks. 

“Dear  God,  please  help  me  to  find 
Mommy.”  I stopped  under  a tree  and 
looked  around.  Cold  wet  houses,  all 
blind  now,  wouldn’t  help  me.  I thought 
of  all  the  people  in  their  warm  beds. 
They  were  warm  and  safe.  I was 
scared  and  cold.  I wanted  to  run  in 
and  tear  their  nightgowns  off  them  and 
make  them  cold  and  scared  too. 

Suddenly  I saw  a figure  coming 
down  the  street  toward  me.  As  the 
figure  came  closer  I saw  that  it  was  a 
woman.  Her  hair  was  black  and  long. 
Rain  glistened  on  it  in  the  street  lights. 

“Mom,  Mom,”  I called.  I ran  toward 
her.  Now  I was  safe.  Now  I wouldn’t 
be  cold  and  scared.  I threw  my  cold, 
wet  self  into  her  arms. 

“Oh,  Mommy,  King  Lear  got  lost 
and  then  1 did  too.  I tried  to  find  out 
where  both  of  us  was,  but  I couldn’t.” 
I hugged  her  with  all  my  might  and 
stood  on  tiptoe  to  kiss  her  cheek.  M\ 
mother  has  the  warmest  and  softest 
cheeks  in  the  world.  The  cheek  I kissed 
was  hard  and  smooth  and  dampish 
cold.  I felt  funny  and  looked  at  her 
face  under  the  street  light.  There  were 
no  features.  Under  that  long  black  hair 
was  an  egg  the  size  of  a human  head. 

I pushed  away  in  terror.  As  I did. 
my  hand  struck  her  where  her  mouth 
should  have  been.  The  eggshell  cracked 
and  warm  wet  yolk  spilled  onto  her 
bosom. 

o © © 

“But,  Moose,  I’ve  got  to  find  that 
girl.  I've  lived  in  torment  these  mam 

(Continued  on  next  page) 
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days.  I lay  in  my  bunk  panting  with 
grief. 

“O  K,  O K I’ll  tell  you  who  she  is. 
It  so  happens  she’s  in  one  of  my 
English  classes.  I was  holding  out  on 
you  ’cause  I thought  I could  make  you 
forget  her,  but  today  makes  the  fifty- 
third  day  you  haven’t  had  a bite  to  eat. 
Look,  Kid,  she’s  poison.  She  ain’t  no 
doll.  I know  I don’t  take  to  broads 
much,  but  this  one  is  strictly  for  the 
birds.  Word  gets  around.  I don’t  want 
to  see  you  hurt.  Kid.  O K,  Kid?”  He 
playfully  joshed  me  in  the  chin  with 
the  toe  of  his  brogan. 

“So  you’ve  been  holding  out  on  your 
best  buddy.  You’ve  let  me  go  without 
eating,  you’ve  let  me  mourn  here  in 
sack-cloth  and  ashes.  You  know  how 
ashes  make  me  break  out,  too.  You, 
Moose,  you.  My  best  buddy.”  I shook 
my  most  threatening  fist. 

“Spare  me,”  cried  Moose. 

“Well,  who  is  she.  Who  is  she.  Give, 
man,  give,”  I gurgled. 

“Her  name  is  Lillette  Yost.  She’s  a 
sophomore  in  Arts  and  Sciences  and 
if  you  look  in  the  Student  Directory 
you  can  find  out  where  she  lives.  Go 
easy  though,  Kid,  I don’t  want  to  see 
you  hurt.” 

I found  her  name  in  the  Student 
Directory  and  discovered  that  she  was 
a day-Dodger  who  lived  in  The  City. 
I went  to  the  Ad  building  and  checked 
her  academic  records.  Fair.  Then  I 
went  to  the  infirmary  and  checked  her 
medical  records.  Normal.  She  was 
everything  I ever  wanted.  But  my 
problem  was  not  yet  solved.  Lillette 
was  not  in  any  of  my  classes  and  didn’t 
belong  to  any  of  the  clubs  I belonged 
to.  How  could  I arrange  to  meet  her? 
People  just  don’t  call  up  people  they 
don’t  know  and  ask  for  dates.  Well, 
I tried.  But  Lillette  seemed  never  to 
be  home.  I always  felt  disappointed 
and  a little  relieved.  What  could  I say 
to  her  anyway?  “Hello,  my  name  is  Kid 
Gordon  and  I saw  you  on  the  campus 
a couple  of  months  ago  and  I think 
you’re  real  nice  and  I was  wondering 
if  you  would  like  to  have  dinner  with 
me  at  the  White  Tower  nearest  your 
home?”  I somehow  doubted  that  she 
would  jump  at  this  golden  opportunity. 

I finally  decided  to  wait  outside  her 
English  class.  The  one  Moose  told  me 
about.  Maybe  some  dav  I could  find  a 
way  to  make  her  notice  me.  Like 
bumping  into  her  and  knocking  her 
books  to  the  floor  and  then  stepping 
on  her  fingers  when  she  tried  to  pick 


them  up.  Or  maybe  I should  boldlv 
step  up  to  her  and  tell  her  that  I was 
a representative  from  Warner  Brothers 
Studios  and  offer  her  a screen  test.  If 
that  didn’t  work,  I could  produce  a 
window  screen  from  behind  my  back 
and  go  into  a lecture  on  the  methods 
of  testing  screens.  Then  she  might 
think  that  I’m  awfully  clever  and 
witty  and  tell  me  that  she  must  intro- 
duce me  to  her  half-uncle  who  actually 
does  work  on  the  Warner  studio  lot 
and  who  actually  does  test  window 
screens  because  it’s  part  of  his  job  as 
a janitor.  I would  chuckle  at  this  and 
she  would  chuckle  back  and  then  we’d 
both  chuckle. 

But  perhaps  the  best  way  to  win 
her  attention  was  just  to  tell  her  the 
plain  and  simple  truth.  I could  start 
walking  along  beside  her  and  quote: 

“Ah  Love,  could  you  and  1 with  Him 
conspire 

To  grasp  this  sorry  Scheme  of  Things 
entire. 

Would  not  we  shatter  it  to  bits— and 
then 

Remould  it  nearer  to  the  Heart’s 
Desire.” 

Then  she  would  ask  me  how  I knew 
that  Omar  Khayyam  was  a favorite  of 
hers.  Then  I would  quote  the  flask  of 
wine-loaf  of  bread-and  thou  verse  and 
tell  her  how  she  inspires  the  poet  in 
me.  I would  tell  her  of  the  October  day 
when  I saw  her  coming  across  the 
campus  and  how  I suddenlv  needed 
her  and  would  always  need  her.  And 
I would  tell  her  how  I knew  it  sounded 
crazy  and  she  might  think  it’s  just 
infatuation.  And  she  would  look  at  me 
with  understanding  in  her  eyes  and 
tell  me  how  crazy  I am.  Then  I would 
tell  her  how  crazy  she  is.  Then  we 
would  talk  about  buying  a little  vine- 
covered  crazy  house. 

6 * * 

“I’m  glad  I met  you,  Honey.”  She 
smiled  up  at  me  and  gave  my  hand 
that  special  squeeze. 

“It’s  funny.  I was  just  thinking  the 
same  thing.  We  almost  didn’t  meet, 
you  know.  I was  to  be  stationed  in 
Paris.  Never  dreamed  of  coming  to 
North  Wales.  You  never  know.  Any- 
way, I’m  glad  I’m  here. 

“But  perhaps  vou  would  have  met 
someone  in  Paris  who  would  be  so 
much  better  than  I.  Paris  is  ever  so 


much  more  glamorous  than  Wales. 
The  girls  are  too.  All  Americans  prefer 
French  women,  don’t  they?” 

“Hush,”  I said,  “of  course  they  do.” 

We  started  walking  again.  The  sun 
was  burning  a hole  in  the  farthest  hill 
to  the  West.  I was  sorry  to  see  the  sun 
go  down.  It  had  spent  the  afternoon 
with  us,  leaving  only  occasionally 
when  its  attention  was  taken  by  a 
cloud.  I was  wondering  why  the  sun, 
a spring  afternoon,  flowers  and  the 
forest,  a picnic  lunch— why  all  these 
things  are  perfect  when  they’re  shared 
by  someone  you  love.  Why  did  the 
flower  she  picked  and  gave  to  me  seem 
to  be  so  perfect  and  pure?  I was  so 
afraid  if  I hurt  the  flower  that  she 
might  love  me  less.  I had  put  it  in  the 
picnic  basket  to  keep  it  safe.  Now  the 
sun  was  going  away.  I looked  at  the 
flower  and  saw  that  it  had  wilted.  Was 
her  voice  as  soft  and  loving  now  as  it 
had  been  when  the  flower  was  perfect 
and  the  sun  was  high?  We  sat  down  on 
a grassy  knoll. 

“A  penny  for  your  thoughts.”  She 
spoke  and  I tried  to  analyze  the  tone 
of  her  voice.  I told  her  what  I had 
been  thinking. 

“Sometimes  I think  you’re  crazy,” 
she  said,  “a  thousand  flowers  will  live 
and  die  and  still  I’ll  love  you.  Now 
quit  thinking  such  sober  and  crazy 
thoughts.” 

Her  long  black  hair  fell  over  my 
face  as  she  bent  to  kiss  me.  She  was 
framed  in  the  sun  and  I couldn’t  see 
her  eyes  or  nose  or  mouth.  Her  face 
touched  mine.  It  was  smooth  and  hard 
and  dampish  cold.  Sick  with  fear  I 
pushed  her  face  away  with  my  hand; 
part  of  her  face  was  crushed.  I looked 
at  my  hand.  It  was  smeared  with  the 
warm  wet  yellow  of  an  egg. 

tt  tt  a 

“Now  look,  Moose,  you’ve  just  got 
to  do  something.  Ever  since  January 
14  I’ve  been  standing  by  the  door 
when  her  English  class  is  dismissed. 
I just  haven’t  got  the  guts  to  go  up  to 
her  and  introduce  myself.’’ 

“You’re  a stupid  jerk,”  Moose  said. 
I ignored  the  insinuation  and  won- 

(Continued  on  page  20) 
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by  Tina  Fragale 


Hambone  sat  on  the  barstool  stunned; 

the  crisp  piece  of  paper  fell  lightly 
to  the  ground;  his  shoulders  sagged  a 
trifle  and  his  head  drooped.  Sliding 
wearily  from  the  stool,  he  stooped  to 
pick  up  the  letter  and  reread  it.  Not 
only  had  Ophelia  broken  their  engage- 
ment, but  his  father  had  died,  his 
mother,  Gert,  married  his  worst  enemy, 
(Claud  the  Con)  and,  above  all,  his 
carburetor  had  disappeared!  Hambone 
was  president  of  the  local  hot-rod  club 
and  he  would  be  socially  ostracized 
without  a carburetor. 

Hambone  immediately  left  in  the 
middle  of  the  National  Drape’s  Con- 
vention and  hitch-hiked  home.  He 
reached  the  door  of  his  boarding  house 
late  that  night,  just  as  Ophelia  was 
returning  from  her  date. 

“Doll!”  Hambone  cried  emotionally, 
“Whv  d’va  gimme  t’  shaft?” 


“Aa,  don't  blame  me,”  she  replied. 
“Th’  ole  man  made  me  promise  ta. 
Why  doncha  talk  t’  him,  Hambone,  an’ 
make  him  change  his  mind?” 

Hambone  smacked  his  fist  into  his 
palm  and  shouted  sternly,  “Yea!  Yea! 
that’s  what  I’ll  do!  Yea,  I’ll  do  that  . . . 
uh  . . . first  thing  . . . uh  . . . next  week.” 
“Aa  Hambone,  ver  alius  puttin’ 
tings  off.  Ya  alius  say  yer  gonna  do 
somethin’  an’  ya  never  do!”  cried 
Ophelia,  as  she  turned  and  fled  through 
the  door.  “Aa,  get  yerself  off  t’  a col- 
lege, ya  ole  prude!”  he  veiled,  sitting 
down  on  the  front  steps. 

Hambone  pulled  a reefer  from  his 
mangled  pack  and  puffed.  He  sat 
quietly  thinking  for  a few  minutes 
when  he  heard  a sputtering  sound. 
Thinking  the  cigarette  had  effected  a 
dream  he  paid  no  attention,  but  the 
sputtering  sounded  familiar  and,  after 


two  more  drags,  he  looked  up.  Waver- 
ing before  him,  Hambone  saw  the 
specter  of  his  carburetor. 

“Well,  I’ll  be  an  ivy-league  daddv-o!” 
Hambone  cried.  “Where’d  vou  come 
from,  man?” 

Raspingly,  the  carburetor  answered, 
“Avenge  the  cruel  deed  done  to  me.” 
“Who  done  what?”  queried  Ham- 
bone. 

“He  who  also  killed  your  poor  father 
did  an  even  more  dastardly  deed  and 
put  sand  in  my  cylinders.” 

Hambone’s  face  grew  red  with  rage. 
He  clenched  his  fists,  beat  on  his  head, 
emitted  a blood-curdling  scream  and 
shrieked,  “I’ll  kill  him!  I’ll  tear  him 
apart!  I’ll  cut  his  wicked  heart  out!  I’ll 
burn  his  new  14/2-inch  pegged  pants! 
I’ll  take  revenge  for  my  poor  mis- 
treated carburetor  . . . next  week.” 
“Now  . . . now  . . whispered  the 
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carburetor  as  it  faded  from  sight. 

“Now?”  said  Hambone  to  himself. 
“But,  what’ll  I do?” 

It  was  dawn  when  he  decided  on  an 
ingenious  plan.  It  didn’t  apply  to  his 
problem,  but  it  was  so  resourceful  that 
he  had  to  use  it.  He  decided  to  remain 
in  a constant  marijuana  stupor  and 
feign  madness  so  no  one  would  suspect 
his  plans  (which  he  had  not  made  yet, 
but  had  firmly  decided  to  outline  . . . 
next  week).  Everyone’ll  t’ink  I’ve  gone 
off  my  rocker  ’cause  I got  t’  shaft,”  he 
said  to  himself. 

One  week  later  Hambone  had  made 
extensive  progress:  he  had  watched 
Claud  closely  and  decided  that  he  was 
definitely  guiltv.  Two  weeks  later 
Hambone  was  more  positive  of  Claud’s 
guilt.  By  the  next  month  Hambone  was 
absolutely  positive.  “I’ll  have  t’  take 
some  plan  of  action  . . . next  week,” 
he  said  decisivelv.  He  took  a walk  in 
the  alley  to  have  a clear  mind  for 
thinking. 

Hambone  was  seated  pensively  on 
a garbage  pail,  his  mind  plunged  deep 
in  philosophical  reflection.  He  spoke 
aloud  to  himself.  “Should  I be  ’r  not? 
Ain’t  it  more  noble  fer  t'  president  of 
t’  hot-rod  club  t’  take  a lotta  stuff  an’ 
be  too  proud  t’  stoop  t’  vengeance?  Er 
should  I clobber  Claud?  Aa,  maybe 
it’d  be  best  if  I dropped  dead.  Er,  best 
of  all,  I could  go  t’  sleep  for  a long 
time— na,  then  I’d  have  those  awful 
nightmares.  Whv’d  I ever  make  that 
promise  t’  mv  carburetor  in  t’  foist 
place?  I’m  too  veller  fer  revenge.  Uh 
oh,  her  comes  my  ex. 

“Hi’ya  babe!  Hey,  ain’t  we  met 
afore?  How’s  ’bout  a li’l  date?” 

“Say,  ya  have  lost  yer  noodle  like 
they  said,”  gasped  Ophelia.  “It’s  me, 
ver  ole  gal.  I’ve  come  t’  give  va  back 
th’  autographed  picher  of  Elvis  Presley 
va’  gave  me  fer  Valentine’s  day.” 

“I  ain’t  giv’n  ya  no  presents,”  Ham- 
bone cried. 

“Oh  Hambone!”  Ophelia  sobbed, 
“Ya  use’ta  be  so  cool,  an’  now  yer  as 
looney  as  a magpie!”  Hysterical,  she 
ran  out  of  the  alley. 

As  Hambone  arose  to  go  home  he 
heard  a rattling  two  garbage  pails 
down  the  alley.  “It’s  Claud,  spyin’  on 
me.  Now’s  m’  chance.”  Pulling  out  his 
zip  gun,  Hambone  fired.  A body 
slumped  over  the  garbage  can  and 
toppled  to  the  ground,  as  the  can  clat- 
tered onto  the  cement.  Hambone 
rushed  to  the  body  and  wiped  the 
coffee  grounds  from  the  dead  man’s 


face  with  a rotton  carrot.  “Oh  phooey! 
It’s  only  Ophelia’s  ole  man,”  he  mut- 
tered disgustedly,  and  went  home. 

Ophelia  heard  of  her  father’s  death 
at  a party  the  next  night  and  went  into 
a wild  frenzy  at  the  news.  She  ran 
back  and  forth  across  the  room,  wav- 
ing her  arms  in  the  air  and  scream- 
ing senseless  songs.  “Ophelia’s  really 
bombed,”  Hambone  remarked.  “An’  1 
alius  thought  she  could  hold  her  lik- 
ker.”  Soon  she  ran  behind  the  bar  and 
became  silent.  Hambone  went  to  see  if 
she  had  passed  out  and  found  her 
drowned,  headfirst  in  a vat  of  beer. 

Ophelia’s  death  put  a damper  on  the 
party  for  a while,  but  Hambone  got 
into  a brawl  and  the  crowd  livened  up. 
When  the  fight  was  over,  Hambone 
was  seriously  wounded  bv  a switch- 
blade and,  trying  desperately  to  regain 
his  strength,  fell  in  a corner. 

Claud  watched  Hambone  with 
fiendish  glee.  “Soon  I’ll  be  th’  new 
president  of  th’  hot-rod  club,”  he  said 
to  himself.  “He  sure  is  takin’  a long 
time  t’  kick  th’  bucket,  though.  I think 
I’ll  hurry  t ings  along  with  this  bottle 


of  wood  alcohol.”  Crossing  the  room. 
Claud  held  the  bottle  out  to  Hambone. 
“Here,  take  a swig  o’  this,  man,  an’ 
you’ll  ferget  about  that  little  scratch.” 
Hambone  weakly  refused  and  Claud 
set  the  bottle  on  a nearby  table  and 
walked  away. 

Gert  ambled  up  to  the  table  and 
spied  the  alcohol.  Hambone  watched 
his  mother  as  she  downed  the  contents 
of  the  bottle. 

“Hope  she  doesn’t  get  as  smashed 
as  Ophelia  did,”  he  said  to  himself. 
Gert  coughed  loudly  and  with  a con- 
vulsive choke  she  gasped,  “Some  dirty 
rat’s  poisoned  me!”  and  fell  across  the 
table. 

Hambone  realized  that  Claud  had 
meant  the  bottle  for  him  and,  gather- 
ing all  his  strength,  he  strode  up  to 
Claud  and  slapped  him  in  the  face 
several  times.  “That’s  fer  mv  pop,  an’ 
that’s  fer  my  ma,  an’  that’s  fer  trvin’ 
t’  be  president  of  th’  hot-rod  club, 
an’,”  grabbing  a shiv,  Hambone,  with 
his  last  breath  of  life,  thrust  it  into 
Claud’s  chest,  “ that’s  fer  mv  carbu- 
retor!” 


SHORT 
S TOR  Y 
CONTEST 

Win  a $10.00  cash  prize  for  the  Old  Line  Fic- 
tion Story  of  the  year  to  he  selected  by  the 
Editors  after  April  15th.  Winner  will  he 
announced  in  the  May  issue  of  the  Old  Line, 
concurrently  with  publication  of  the  story. 
Contest  open  to  undergrad uate  students. 
Decision  of  the  judges  will  he  final.  Manu- 
scripts may  he  mailed  to,  or  left  at  the  Old 
Line  Office  in  the  new  Journalism  Building. 
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MORNING  WALK 


Poet's 

Corner 


QUOTH  THE  STUDENT  . . U 

Once  upon  a mid-term  dreary, 

While  I pondered,  weak  and  weary, 
Over  many  a faint  and  curious 
Volume  of  forgotten  French, 

As  I nodded,  nearly  sleeping, 

Suddenly  there  came  a creeping, 

As  if  numbness  gently  seeping 
Through  a sickening  cigarette  stench. 

Ah!  Distinctly  1 remember— 

It  was  in  the  bleak  December 
(At  that  time  I was  a member 
Of  our  great  and  glorious  school). 
French  and  English,  math  and  chem, 

T was  a case  of  sink  or  swim. 

But  my  memory  teas  dim 
And  my  prof  was  very  cruel! 

Midnight  oils  were  burning  brightly, 
And  my  studies  kept  up  nightly. 

Body  wracked  with  pain  and  yearning 
For  some  sweet  and  soothing  rest. 

Ah,  but  that  is  past— forlorn! 

As  dawn  broke  on  that  cruel  morn. 
Wishing  1 was  never  born 
1 took  the  fatal  dreaded  test. 

Sad!  But  1 must  warn— beware! 

To  you  students  who  declare 
No-Doze,  caffeine,  dexadrine 
Help  you  cram  all  night  and  keep 
You  awake  for  that  exam, 

’Cause  when  I took  all  that  damn 
Stuff— All  night  long  1 did  cram— 

At  the  test  I fell  asleep! 

“With  apologies  to  Mr.  Poe 

—Tina  Fragale 


In  the  morning  when  I walk,  the  angry 
wind  tears  and  cuts  through  my 
clothes  with  a relentless  knife— 

The  sky,  gray  and  leaden  sicirls  over- 
head like  an  angry  sea  with  its  un- 
broken waves  rolling  into  the  never 
ending  mystery  of  light— 

I walk  on  silent  feet  through  a world 
which  is  not,  or  ever  shall  be  mine. 

People  move  about  me,  silent,  intent 
for  the  gray  is  depressing 

The  sea  is  angry 

Motors  whirl,  but  where  do  they  go, 
for  whom  do  they  spin. 

My  icy  breath  cascades  from  my  mouth 
to  be  caught  up  and  carried  away 
with  the  automobiles  and  silent 
people— 

Friends  talk,  I answer,  but  1 do  not 
speak  for  I cannot. 

1 listen,  but  their  sounds  fall  upon  deaf 
ears 

The  sun  rises 

The  dew  begins  to  fade  from  my 
grass,  Gone  forever,  once  seen,  now 
vanished. 

—John  Horner 


ABSENCE 

On  moonlight  waves  I sail  alone 
1 see  in  everything  his  face 
The  west  wind  tells  me  with  its  moan 
“No  one  can  ever  take  his  place.” 

Across  the  gleaming  wind-spanked 
bay 

My  little  boat  with  white  sails  set 
Has  only  this  one  thing  to  say: 

“The  man  ivho’s  gone  you  can’t  forget.” 

An  oicl  hoots  from  a shore-side  tree. 

His  eyes  with  wisdom  sagely  burn 
This  paradox  he  sends  to  me: 

“When  you  forget,  then  he’ll  return.” 

—Carol  Cushard 
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The  Shirtwaist  Dress 


(above)— Fiocco's  "in  the  straw"— a 
smart  black  and  white  Italian 
weave  skirt  and  scarf  with  com- 
panion broadcloth  blouse— as  also 
shown  in  "Glamour." 


(right)— White  Stag  "skinny  pants," 
"bermudas,"  and  "clam-diggers" 
topped  by  matching  blouses, 
coordinate  cotton  jersey  and  crisp 
white  middy— in  summer  colors. 


Tips  on  Togs  for 


ring  i 


The  Dutch  Boy  look  . . . the  shirtwaist  dress  . . . Italian 
straw  weave  . . . floating  panels  . . . and  pants  of  every 
length  to  suit  the  occasion  and  figure.  A thousand  thanks 
to  Lansburgh’s  and  Pat  Geyer,  fashion  coordinator,  who 
gave  us  these  tips  on  Spring  togs  and  Harry  Timultv  who 
photographed  them. 
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mrnmer 


Our  models,  Mary  Love,  AOPi.  Althea  Eceles,  KKG, 
}ean  Kane,  KD,  and  Maureen  McConnell,  AOPi,  were 
especially  enthusiastic  about  their  “bushy”  straw  hats, 
reminiscent  of  winter’s  fur  creations,  and  big  patent  bags. 
Before  they  left  Lansburgh’s  they  had  their  Easter  outfits 
planned. 


tes 


L 

(above)— Polished  cotton  polka-dots 
made  extraspecial  by  bow  and 
floating  panel  aimed  at  the  stag 
line— and  the  $35.00  price  tag. 


(left)— Silk  and  cotton  blended— and 
bloused  in  back  of  new  short 
jacket  of  suit  as  shown  in  Charm. 
Pleats  and  panel— advocated  by 
Dior,  produced  by  R&K  in  light- 
weight wool  and  low  price— $1  7.98. 
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East  is  a War  Story 

by  Dave  Heinly 


It  was  one  of  those  nights.  No  moon. 

Stars  were  out  though.  Plenty  of 
stars.  It  was  warm  an’  smelled  the  way 
night  smells  in  the  Spring.  Bernie  an’ 
a couple  of  the  guvs  were  swappin’ 
stories  under  one  of  the  shot-up  trees. 
None  of  us  was  smokin'  . . . afraid 
of  the  gooks  spottin’  us.  Their  snipers 
were  plenty  good.  One  of  the  guys 
over  in  B Company  got  picked  off 
the  other  night  lightin’  his  pipe  . . . 
had  his  mouth  shot  right  off.  None  of 
us  was  takin’  any  chances.  It  was  al- 
ways better  when  there  was  no  moon. 

Bernie  an’  Gus  an’  a couple  other 
guys  was  talkin’  about  girls  an’  how 
they  done  all  these  things  back  in  the 
States  an’  all.  Some  of  ’em  had  been 
to  japan  on  R an’  R furloughs  an’  they 
was  tellin’  how  neat  the  gook  broads 
was.  They  swore  an’  cursed  a lot, 
talkin’  about  girls  ...  or  most  any- 
thing, really.  Seems  like  the  others 
won’t  listen  if  you  don’t  swear  a lot 
an’  talk  pretty  foul  mouth.  If  all  the 
girls  they  was  talkin’  about  could’ve 
heard  the  way  they  was  talkin’,  they 
would’ve  put  ’em  right  down  an’  none 
of  ’em  would’ve  had  anything  more  to 
tell  about. 

I remember  Charlie  Cox  tellin’  about 
this  one  gook  jo-san  that  he’d  met  an’ 
that  done  all  his  laundry  an’  cooked  for 


im  an’  all.  He  said  he  was  gettin’ 
another  R an’  R in  a couple  of  months 
an’  that  she  was  waitin’  for  ’m  at 
Ashiya  or  someplace. 

Ol'  Charlie  was  a good  lookin’  guy 
an'  he  sure  knew  how  to  make  out.  He 
had  a bavonet  scar  on  his  cheek  that 
made  him  look  like  Errol  Flvnn  or 
somebody.  Fellas  used  to  sav  Charlie’d 
done  the  scar  on  purpose  with  a razor 
blade  just  to  make  the  women  go  for 
im.  I was  there  when  he  got  cut  in  the 
fight  on  the  ridge  or  I would’ve  prob- 
ably thought  so  too. 

Charlie  an’  Gus  an’  Nick  Spinosa 
an’  me  was  about  the  oldest  guys  in 
the  outfit  . . . that  is,  we’d  been  in  the 
outfit  about  the  longest.  Some  of  the 
guvs  had  got  transferred  an’  some  of 
’em  had  got  hurt  an’  gone  home.  A lot 
of  ’em  was  dead  too,  but  me  an’  Gus 
an’  the  others  didn’t  sweat  them  too 
much. 

Anvway,  it  was  nights  like  this  that 
Charlie  an’  Gus  used  to  tell  the  new 
guys  about  the  gook  broads  an’  how 
they  always  made  out  in  Japan  an’ 
never  spent  no  money  cause  the  jo- 
sans  was  always  crazy  about  ’em  an’ 
never  made  ’em  spend  nothin’.  The 
new  guys  like  Bernie  an’  Adams  an’ 
Stott  would  listen  an’  then  try  to  match 
stories  about  their  experiences  in  the 


States.  It  was  pretty  funny  if  you  lis- 
tened . . . we  knew  it  was  mostly  all 
lies  but  we  got  a charge  out  of  tryin’ 
to  top  each  other  an’  make  it  sound 
like  we  was  all  real  make-outs  an’  that 
the  movies  was  missin’  a bet  on  the 
bunch  of  us,  an’  that  the  chicks  back 
home  was  really  gonna  catch  hell 
when  we  all  got  back. 

I was  sorta  standin’  back  a little  out 
of  it  an’  listenin’  to  all  the  b.s.  when 
Ol’  Gus  calls  out  an’  asks  where  I am. 
I said  I was  right  there  an’  he  calls 
me  over.  He  wanted  me  to  tell  about 
last  Valentine’s  Day  when  him  an’  me 
was  in  Tokyo  on  a R an’  R an’  about 
the  hot  water  bottle.  Guess  he  thought 
it  was  a pretty  good  joke  on  me  . . . 
anyway  he  always  laughed  like  hell 
when  we  talked  about  it. 

It  was  the  first  time  him  an’  me  was 
on  a R an’  R in  Japan.  We’d  heard  a 
lotta  stuff  just  like  these  new  guvs  was 
hearin’  right  then,  so  we  was  pretty  hot 
to  trot  when  we  got  there. 

We  both  picked  up  on  a pair  o’  jo- 
sans  right  off  in  the  first  joint  we  come 
to.  We  was  both  pretty  loaded  with  all 
the  money  we  saved  in  Korea,  so  we 
really  showed  these  gals  a high  ol' 
time.  Took  ’em  to  movies  an’  fed  ’em 
in  these  fancy  Jap  restaurants.  We 
bought  ’em  coffee  an’  stockings  an’ 
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stuff  outa  the  PX  there  . . . took  ’em 
perfume  (mostly  cheap  after-shave  lo- 
tion that  they  didn’t  know  the  differ- 
ence from  perfume)  an’  smokes,  an’  all 
in  all  treated  ’em  pretty  nice. 

We  seen  these  chicks  the  whole  five 
days  we  was  in  Tokyo  an’  the  only 
mistake  I made  was  in  tellin’  mine 
about  how  cold  it  got  in  Korea  at  night 
an’  how  my  feet  got  cold  all  the  time. 
I give  ’er  this  routine  about  how  1 was 
gonna  miss  warmin’  my  dogs  over  her 
fireplace  an’  she’d  get  all  funnv  an’ 
lovey  with  me.  She  was  some  gal 
alright  . . . even  for  a gook. 

Well,  like  I say,  it  was  right  around 
Valentine’s  Day  an’  ol’  Gus  told  his 
girl  about  it  . . . he  had  some  line,  that 
guy.  Guess  he  was  hopin’  she’d  come 
across  with  a presento  or  somethin’  for 
’im  to  take  home  an’  brag  about.  Any- 
way, his  girl  goes  an’  tells  mine  who 
by  this  time  has  got  it  figured  that  I’m 
the  only  guy  in  the  world  for  her. 

Me  not  knowin’  that  she  knows  it’s 
Valentine’s  Day,  she  goes  out  an’  buvs 
me  this  present.  She  had  it  all  wrapped 
up  in  rice  paper  with  a red  ribbon 
around  it  an’  when  she  gives  it  to  me, 
she  starts  cryin’.  She  blubbered  some- 
thing about  “Hoppy  Varentine  Day, 
papa-san,  (she  always  called  me  that) 


made  outa  clay  or  china  or  somethin’. 
It  was  brown  colored  an’  looked  some- 
thin’ like  a football  that  had  got 
squashed.  There  was  a rubber  cork  in 
the  top  of  it  an’  she  showed  me  how 
to  put  water  in  it  an’  set  it  over  the 
stove  to  heat  up.  When  it  got  hot  you 
was  supposed  to  wrap  it  in  a blanket 
or  towel  or  somethin’  an’  shove  it 
under  the  sheet  down  by  your  feet.  I 
thought  it  over  an’  it  seemed  like  a 
pretty  good  idea  at  that.  A GI  could 
use  one  o’  these  things,  I thought.  Hell, 
a guy  could  heat  it  up  at  night  over  the 
field  kitchen  fire  an’  shove  it  down  in 
his  bed  roll  just  before  he  sacked  out. 

She  said  they  made  tin  ones  too  that 
was  lighter  an’  easier  to  carry  around 
but  thev  was  all  outa  them  at  the 
stores.  I told  her  it  didn’t  matter  an’ 
was  glad  to  have  this  one.  I could  see 
she  was  feelin’  low  enough  (me  an’ 
Gus  hadda  leave  the  next  day)  so  I 
was  goin’  outa  my  way  to  be  nice  to 
her. 

Well,  to  make  a long  story  short,  me 
an’  Gus  go  back  to  Korea  the  next  day 
an’  reported  for  duty  with  our  outfit 
two  days  later.  Our  forces  had  started 
pushin’  the  gooks  back  up  toward 
Seoul  by  then  an’  we  was  movin’ 
around  quite  a bit.  All  the  guys 


She  blubbered , "'Hoppy  Varentine  Day 


me  want  you  hov  no  more  col’  feets.” 
Then  she  covered  up  her  face  an’ 
started  to  bawl  out  loud.  I got  all 
shook  an’  said  somethin’  screwy  to  her, 
I guess,  about  how  the  memorv  o’  her 
woidd  keep  me  warm  forever  ...  I 
don’t  know,  somethin’  screwy  like  that. 
So  I opened  the  present,  an’  couldn’t 
tell  what  in  the  hell  it  was.  I was 
embarrassed  like  mad  after  her  crvin’ 
an’  me  mumblin’  all  that  sweet  talk, 
then  not  knowin’  what  it  was  she  gave 
me. 

She  could  tell  I didn’t  know  what  it 
was,  I guess,  anyway  she  told  me  right 
off  without  bein’  hurt  or  anything.  She 
says  it  was  a Utampo.  That  left  me 
right  where  I was  in  the  first  place  so 
I asked  her  what  was  a ijew-tampo. 
She  said  it  was  a hot-water  bottle.  I 
wasn’t  about  to  argue  with  her,  either. 

This  thing  looked  like  it’d  hold 
about  two  quarts  o’  water  an’  was 


thought  it  was  funny  as  hell,  me 
sweatin’  over  carryin’  this  clay  hot- 
water  bottle  around  with  me,  protectin’ 
it  like  it  was  alive  or  somethin’.  I al- 
ways had  the  last  laugh  at  night  when 
we’d  crawl  in  the  pad  an’  evervbodv’d 
start  beefin’  about  how  cold  it  was  an’ 
what  a God-forsaken  place  Korea  was 
an’  all,  an’  me  just  as  snug  as  back 
home  with  my  feet  curled  around  that 
clay  hot-water  bottle.  I guess  I used  it 
just  about  everv  night  that  Spring  up 
until  we  had  all  that  trouble  at  the 
ridge. 

We’d  been  pinned  down  bv  some 
rough  mortar  action  for  a couple  days 
an’  had  to  call  for  the  Air  Force  guvs 
to  come  clean  out  the  gook  positions. 
All  the  guys  was  pretty  jumpy  in  those 
davs,  me  included.  The  gooks  was 
plentv  good  with  their  commie  mortars. 

So  the  flv-boys  came  an’  cleaned 
off  the  ridge  an’  we  got  replaced  by  a 


fresh  outfit.  We  was  all  pretty  fagged 
out  by  the  time  we  got  back  to  the 
rear  area.  I lost  my  hot-water  bottle 
the  first  night  we  bivouaeed. 

We  spread  out  our  sacks  an’  I 
headed  for  the  field  kitchen  with  mv 
foot  warmer  under  my  arm.  Them  rear 
area  cooks  was  pretty  good  joes  so 
when  I asked  this  one  if  I could  heat 
up  my  bottle  on  the  fire  he  looked  at 
me  like  I had  took  one  in  the  head  but 
says  it  was  okay.  I was  beat  that  night, 
’bout  as  tired  as  I ever  want  to  get  for 
sure.  My  dogs  ached  an’  my  back  was 
sore  as  blazes  from  huggin’  the  ground 
in  the  mortar  barrage.  My  eyes  burnt 
like  fire  an’  I guess  it  was  one  of  the 
few  times  in  my  life  when  I reallv 
didn’t  give  a damn. 

I put  my  hot-water  bottle  on  the 
stove  an’  sat  down  with  a cuppa  coffee 
to  wait  for  it  to  heat  up.  I got  to  talkin’ 
with  this  cook  about  the  fight  up  at  the 
ridge,  he  was  doin’  most  o’  the  talkin’ 
which  was  funny  because  he  hadn’t 
even  been  there  . . . guess  he  was 
scared  I’d  cork  out  or  go  ape  (’cause  I 
looked  so  beat)  an’  start  tearin’  his 
kitchen  to  pieces.  I’d  almost  forgot 
about  that  damn  hot-water  bottle 
when  it  happened. 

There  was  this  terrific  explosion  all 


Papa-san  " 


of  a sudden  an’  I dropped  my  coffee 
cup  an'  hit  the  dirt.  This  cook  shrieked 
like  we  was  bein’  invaded  or  somethin’ 
an’  dove  under  the  table.  Steam  was 
blowin’  all  over  the  place  an’  I could 
hear  this  funny  hissing  noise. 

“My  God!  My  God!”  this  cook  kept 
savin’.  He  figured  he  had  it  for  sure, 
I guess.  All  of  a sudden  I knew  what 
had  happened.  I hadda  get  avvav  from 
there  fast  so  I jumped  up  an’  politely 
said  goodnight  to  the  cook.  He  looked 
up  at  me  from  under  the  table  like  he 
knew  I had  flipped  for  sure  an’  that  all 
his  fears  was  realized. 

I started  to  move  away  when  I hears 
this  terrible  swearin’  coinin’  from  the 
area  of  the  stove.  I started  walking 
faster.  The  swearin’  got  worse  an’  I 
heard  somebody  holler  for  the  cook  an’ 
for  him  to  get  the  hell  over  to  the 

(Continued  on  page  20) 
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Trying  to  keep  a good  man  down  is 
about  as  hard  as  trying  to  keep  a good- 
for-nothing  one  up. 


In  East  Germany,  three  workers  of  the 
Merseburg  Leuna  Werke  were  impris- 
oned in  the  same  cell.  “Why  did  they 
lock  you  up?”  asked  one  of  them. 

“For  sabotage.  I was  five  minutes 
late  at  work.  And  what  brought  vou 
here?” 

“Suspected  espionage.  I arrived  at 
work  five  minutes  early.” 

“And  what  about  vou?”  they  asked 
the  third  man. 

“They  sent  me  to  jail  because  I 
always  turned  up  punctually.  Thev 
found  out  I’d  bought  a watch  in  the 
Western  Zone.” 


Professor:  “What  are  the  names  of  the 
bones  in  your  hand,  Mr.  Roller?’ 

Mr.  Roller:  “Dice.” 


A motorcyclist,  in  an  effort  to  keep 
warmer,  put  his  coat  on  backwards  so 
that  the  back  would  better  protect  the 
chest.  As  he  sped  down  the  highway 
a car  dashed  from  a side  road  across 
his  path  and  the  cyclist  was  thrown 
into  a ditch.  The  police  came  along 
and  one  of  them  attended  the  prostrate 
cyclist. 

“How  is  he?”  asked  one  cop. 

“What  a shame!”  replied  the  other. 
“The  poor  lad  had  his  head  turned 
around  and  bv  the  time  I got  it  straight- 
ened out  he  was  dead.” 

O O <* 

Definition  of  a college  man:  One  who 
can’t  count  up  to  70  without  cracking 
a smile. 


For  Those  Who  Smile 


“For  instance,”  he  was  saying,  “One 
trouble  with  modern  society  is  that  we 
are  too  specialized.  Now,  I happen  to 
have  a good  background  in  the  liberal 
arts,  but  I must  confess  that  I haven’t 
the  faintest  idea  of  how  the  radio 
works.” 

“My  goodness!”  exclaimed  the  wide- 
eved  coed.  “It’s  awful  easy.  You  just 
turn  the  knobs  and  it  plavs.” 


Arriving  home  earlier  than  usual,  he 
found  his  wife  in  the  arms  of  his  best 
friend,  “I  love  your  wife,”  said  the 
friend,  “and  she  loves  me.  I’ll  play  you 
a game  of  bridge  for  her;  if  I win,  you 
divorce  her,  and  if  you  win,  I promise 
never  to  see  her  again.  Will  you  plav?” 
“Okay  by  me,”  said  the  husband, 
“but  how’s  about  a penny  a point  to 
make  it  interesting?” 


Dr.  Adams  had  completed  his  exami- 
nation, and  he  turned  to  the  young 
ladv  before  him  with  a smile  on  his 
face.  “Mrs.  Jones,”  he  began,  “I  have 
good  news  for  vou.” 

“Miss  Jones,"  the  ladv  corrected  him. 

The  doctor  raised  his  eyebrows. 
“Miss  Jones,”  he  started  again,  “I  have 
bad  news  for  vou. 


o o o 


A patient  of  an  asylum  who  had  been 
certified  cured  was  saying  good-by  to 
the  director  of  the  institution. 

“And  what  are  you  going  to  do 
when  you  go  out  into  the  world?  ” 
asked  the  director. 

“Well,”  said  the  ex-nut,  “I  have 
passed  my  bar  examinations  so  I may 
try  to  work  up  a law  practice.  Again, 
I had  quite  a bit  of  experience  with 
dramatics  in  college,  so  I might  try  my 
hand  at  acting.” 

He  paused  and  thought  for  a mo- 
ment.—“Then  on  the  other  hand,”  he 
continued,  “I  mav  be  a tea  kettle. 


It  may  not  be  in  fashion  but  it  scares  hell  out  of  the  pedestrians! 
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Pete,  a third-grader,  came  home  with 
an  “F”  on  his  report  card,  but  did  not 
seem  particularly  dismayed  when  his 
mother  gave  him  the  deuce  for  getting 
such  a poor  mark.  Among  other  tilings 
she  told  him,  “I  never  got  an  ‘F’  in 
school.” 

This  approach  was  brushed  off  by 
Pete  with,  “Well,  mother,  when  I get 
your  age  I won’t  be  able  to  remember 
verv  well  either.” 

© © © 

Mrs.  Worthmore  and  her  French 
poodle  were  shopping  one  day,  when 
she  noticed  that  the  man  standing  next 
to  her  at  the  counter  was  looking  fear- 
fully at  the  puppy  frisking  about  his 
legs.  “My,  my,”  she  said,  “don’t  be 
afraid  of  Felix,  he  won’t  bite  you.” 

“Madam,”  said  the  man,  “I  wasn’t 
afraid  he’d  bite,  but  I noticed  him 
lifting  his  hind  leg  and  I thought  he 
was  going  to  kick  me.” 


Before  70 


Little  Bobbie  tripped  and  fell  on  his 
face  on  the  sidewalk.  An  elderlv  lady 
rushed  over  to  help  him  to  his  feet. 

“Now,  little  boy,  you  must  be  brave 
about  this,”  she  purred.  “You  mustn’t 
cry.” 

“Cry?”  exclaimed  Bobbie,  “I’m  go- 
ing to  sue  hell  out  of  somebodv.” 

© © © 

Around  the  Pentagon  they  tell  the 
story  of  an  Air  Force  pilot  assigned  to 
fly  a hazardous  mission  over  the  jungle. 
He  was  given  an  escape  and  evasion 
kit  to  help  in  case  he  crashed.  He 
pointed  to  two  vials  in  the  kit  and 
asked  the  intelligence  officer,  “What 
are  these  for?” 

“They’re  to  help  you  get  out  of  the 
jungle,”  replied  the  G-2  man.  “One 
contains  gin  and  the  other  vermouth. 
In  case  you  get  lost,  all  vou  do  is  start 
mixing  a martini.  No  sooner  do  vou 
start,  than  someone  will  appear  and 
start  telling  you  you  don’t  know  how 
to  mix  a martini  right.  Then  vou  ask 
the  wav  to  the  nearest  town.” 


“Dad,”  said  Ervine  one  day,  “I’m  about 
ready  to  get  married  and  I’ve  decided 
I want  to  many  Suzy.” 

“I’m  afraid  that’s  impossible  son,” 
said  his  father.  “When  I was  young, 
well,  I sowed  my  wild  oats— Suzy’s 
your  halfsister.” 

And  a couple  of  weeks  later  when 
Ervine  decided  on  Lucy,  he  got  the 
same  answer  from  his  father.  In  despair 
he  went  to  his  mother. 

“Pa  says  I can’t  marry  Suzy  or  Lucy 
because  they’re  my  halfsisters,”  he 
sobbed,  “What  can  I do?” 

“Marry  any  of  ’em  you  like,  son,” 
said  his  mother  tenderly.  “He’s  not 
vour  father.” 


A big-time  gamber  had  just  died.  The 
funeral  was  well  attended  by  his  pro- 
fessional friends.  In  eulogy  the  speaker 
said,  “Spike  is  not  dead.  He  onlv 
sleeps.”  From  the  rear  came  a voice, 
“I’ve  got  $1,000  that  says  he  don’t 
wake  up.” 

© © © 

A Milwaukee  restaurant  owner  tells  of 
noting  a couple  seated  in  his  place, 
arguing  rather  heatedly.  He  walked  by 
their  table  frowning,  so  they  lowered 
their  voices,  but  soon  thev  were  at  it 
again. 

As  he  headed  for  them  again,  the 
argument  rose  to  a climax.  “I’m  going 
to  divorce  you,”  snarled  the  woman. 

The  man  shook  his  head.  “I  know 
you  don’t  mean  that,  darling,”  he  said. 
“You’re  just  saying  that  to  make  me 
feel  good.” 


Here’s  a lesson  in  how  to  get  to  the 
top  speedily: 

The  blacksmith’s  assistant  was  tak- 
ing his  first  lesson  in  horseshoe  repair. 

“Now  look,”  said  the  blacksmith. 
“I’ll  grab  the  shoe  out  of  the  fire  with 
these  tongs  and  I’ll  put  it  on  the  anvil 
like  this.  Get  that?  When  I nod  my 
head,  you  hit  it  with  the  hammer.” 

The  assistant  followed  instructions 
to  the  letter,  and  now  he’s  the  village 
blacksmith. 

© © © 

The  philosophy  student  had  cornered 
a very  pretty  coed  at  a party  and  was, 
naturally  enough,  trying  to  impress  her 
with  his  views  on  love,  life,  death, 
history,  civilization  and  whatnot. 


The  Scotsman  was  arguing  with  the 
conductor  as  to  whether  the  fare  was 
to  be  5 or  10  cents.  Finally,  the  dis- 
gusted conductor  picked  up  the  Scot’s 
suitcase  and  tossed  it  off  the  train  just 
as  thev  crossed  a long  bridge.  It  landed 
with  a mighty  splash. 

“Hoot  mon,”  screamed  the  Scot. 
“First  you  try  to  rob  me  and  now 
you’ve  drowned  my  boy.” 


© © O 


LAST  WORD 

A certain  man  was  more  than  a little 
annoyed  when  a neighbor  telephoned 
at  3 a.m.,  and  complained,  “Your  dog 
is  barking  so  loudly  that  I can’t  sleep.” 
So  he  thought  he’d  get  even.  The  next 
morning  he  called  his  neighbor  at  3 
and  said,  “I  don’t  have  a dog.’ 
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PAPA,  TV  AND  VINO 

by  Hal  Burdett 


“ When  Tm  a make  a money,  Tm  a put  a little  away  . . . to  send  my  boy  to  college 


“V’know,  Jolin,  you  ought’a  try 
I talkin’a  some’s  sense  t’that’a  brother 
of’a  yours,”  Papa  said,  nodding  toward 
the  sixteen  year  old  boy  who  was 
seated  on  the  large,'  green  hassock  in 
front  of  the  television  set.  “He’s  no 
want’a  to  t’college  and’a  getta  soma- 
thing  up’a  there.”  The  old  man  tapped 
a forefinger  against  his  gray  temple. 
“He’sa  want’a  go  be  in’a  the  prizea- 
fights.  He’sa  gonna  be  a bum  somea- 
day;  you  see  . . .” 

Johnny,  who  was  sitting  at  the  other 
end  of  the  small  table  that  was  covered 
bv  the  good  linen  instead  of  the  usual 
oilcloth,  glanced  over  at  Benny  and 
then  down  at  the  table.  “He’ll  be  all 
right,  Papa,”  Johnny  said. 

“Yea,  yeah,  that’sa  whatta  Maria 
say.  Maria,  she’sa  say,  ‘He’sa  go 
through  somea  kind’a  stage,  and’a  he 
be  all  right.'  I dunno,”  Papa  said,  shak- 
ing his  head. 

Johnny’s  mother,  a small,  quiet 
woman  who  wore  her  black,  gray- 
streaked  hair  close  to  her  head  and 
knotted  in  back,  came  through  the 
doorway  of  the  cubbyhole  kitchen.  She 
carried  the  platter  with  the  wine  bottle 
and  the  two  glasses  that  were  really 
cheesespread  containers  with  the  la- 
bels removed. 

The  old  man  unbuttoned  his  collar 
and  smiled,  showing  his  uneven,  yel- 
low teeth.  “Now  we  getta  down 
t’serious  business,  eh  Johnny?”  he  said, 


rubbing  his  hands  together  as  he 
watched  his  wife  place  the  bottle  and 
glasses  down  in  front  of  him.  “We  hav’ 
a little  vino,  my  Johnny  and’a  me.”  He 
laughed  in  a choked,  inaudible  way  so 
that  one  couldn’t  tell  whether  some- 
thing was  tickling  or  hurting  him. 

From  the  corner  of  his  eye,  Johnny 
saw  Benny  trying  to  focus  the  picture 
on  the  television  set  and  then  sit  down 
on  the  hassock  directly  in  front  of  the 
screen.  When  everything  seemed  to  be 
all  right,  the  boy  was  not  entirely  satis- 
fied so  he  got  up  again  and  adjusted 
the  indoor  antenna  on  top  of  the  set. 

“Turn’a  that’a  thing  down!”  Papa 
growled  angrily.  “You  know— you 
know,  Johnny,  it’s  a little’a  sad  to 
drink’a  with  your  son.  A little’a  sad  to 
know  your  boy  he’sa  grow  up  and’a  be 
a man  and’a  drink’a  wine.” 

Johnny  took  the  glass  in  his  hand, 
but  he  did  not  drink.  He  watched  his 
father  drink  his  wine  down  and  pour 
another  glass  for  himself. 

“A  man,  Johnny— a man  he’sa  work 
hard  all  his  life,”  Papa  continued. 
“He’sa  work’a  long,  long’a  time  and’a 
very  hard’a  and’a  what’sa  he  gotta, 
huh?  His’a  daughter,  she’sa  grow  up 
and’a  getta  married  and’a  come’a  home 
to  see  him  once,  maybe  twice’a  month 
. . He  swallowed  his  second  glass  of 
vino  and  poured  a third.  “One’a  son 
go  off  to  college.  And’a  him  over  there 


want’a  be  in’a  the  prize’afights.  So 
what’sa  man  got’ta  show,  huh?” 

“Everybody  has  to  live  his  own  life, 
Papa,”  Johnny  interrupted. 

Papa  squinted  at  Johnny  as  though 
the  sun  was  in  his  eyes.  “Yeah,  yeah. 
Everybodv’sa  gotta  live  own  life. 
That’sa  what’a  Maria  say  when  she’sa 
run  off  and’a  getta  married  like’a  she’sa 
ashamed  t’have’a  her  family  at’a  the 
wedding.  Now  she’sa  come  once  in 
awhile  to  see  us.  She’sa  no  bring’a 
husband.  Always  make’a  some  excuse. 
You  know  what’a  I think,  Johnny?  I 
think’a  maybe  she’sa  really  ashamed  or 
somathing!” 

“No,  Papa.  It’s  not  that.  It  isn’t  like 
that,”  Johnny  said. 

“No,  no,  I think’a  maybe  I guess’a 
right.  He’sa  maybe  think  we  not’a 
good  enough— maybe  we— how  you  sav 
— conataminate’a  him.  Maybe  he’sa 
think  people  like’a  us  just  ain’ta  good 
enough.  We  maybe  don’ta  know  how 
to  live  or’a  someathing.  We  ain’ta 
good  enough,  and’a  we  ain’ta  got 
nice’a  furniture,  nice’a  clothes.  And’a 
the  welfare  lady  . . .”  He  laughed  that 
hard,  inside  laugh.  . . Oh,  Johnny, 
that’sa  good  one.  I got’ta  tell’a  you 
about’a  the  welfare  lady.”  He  drank 
another  glass  of  wine  and  was  lifting 
the  bottle  to  pour  again  before  he  had 
put  the  glass  back  down. 

“That’a  welfare  lady,  she’sa  come 
here  a couple’a  weeks  ago  and’a  she’sa 
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ask’ a me  why  I’ma  no  working,  and’a 
I say,  ‘Because  I ain’ta  got’ta  no  job  !” 
This  time  he  was  laughing  so  hard  he 
could  hardly  control  himself. 

“The  whole’a  time— the  whole’a  time 
she’sa  look  at’a  the  television  like’a 
it’sa  no  belong  in’a  this  kinda  place.” 
He  made  a sweeping  gesture  in  the 
air  with  his  hand. 

“The  whole’a  time— the  whole’a  time 
she’sa  sitting  in’a  my  place  she’sa 
keep’a  on  looking  at’a  the  television, 
but’a  there  ain’ta  no  program  on.  The 
set,  she’sa  turned  off.  But’a  this’a  lady, 
she’sa  liking— looking  like’a  maybe  it’sa 
no  belong’a  in  this’a  place.  Like’a  we 
no  deservea  to  watcha  the  television 
because  we  poor,  and’a  work  hard. 
And’a  people  work’a  hard  ain’ta  got’ta 
no  right  to  have’a  nice’a  things.” 

johnny  glanced  at  his  wrist  watch 
and  saw  it  was  getting  late,  but  he 
couldn’t  interrupt  his  father. 

“So,  I’ma  say  to  her  the  truth,”  Papa 
went  on.  “The  boats,  they  ain’ta  hiring. 
Things  they  a little  slack’a  at  the 
docks,  that’sa  all,  hut’a  they  get’a  bet- 
ter real  soon.  And’a  she’sa  sav,  ‘I  sug- 
gest’a  you  look,  get’a  some’a  kind’a 
other  job.’  I say,  ‘How  I gonna  do  that, 
I been’a  fisherman  all’a  my  life.  What’a 
can  I do?  What’a  other  job  I’ma  know 
how  to  do?’  She’sa  just  sit’a  there, 
stare’a  at  television.  She’sa  no  take’a 
eyes  off’a  television.  She’sa  sav,  ‘Mavbe 
in  a cannery,  you  find  a job.’  ” 


“I  say,  ‘Hey  you  want’a  buy  tele- 
vision? You  look’a  at  it  like’a  you 
gonna  burn  a hole  right’a  through  it 
or  somathing.  You  want’a  buy?  Well, 
I’ma  no  gonna  sell.  It’sa  belong’a  to 
me.’  ” He  thumped  his  thumb  against 
his  chest,  and  with  the  other  hand  he 
lifted  the  bottle  of  wine  to  his  mouth 
and  took  a long  drink  from  it.  Then  he 
put  the  bottle  back  down  on  the  table 
and  wiped  his  moist  mouth  with  his 
wrist. 

“ ‘You  come’a  her,  give’a  me  all’a 
kinds  good  advise,’  I tell  her.  ‘Only 
tell’a  me  one’a  thing— tell’a  me  one’a 
thing,  welfare  lady.  Telia  me  how 
I’ma  go’na  work  in’a  cannery.  How 
anybody  go’na  get’a  job  in’a  cannery 
when’a  there  ain’ta  no  fish  to  put’a  in’a 
cans?’  Cannery,  pah!”  He  pretended  to 
spit  on  the  floor.  His  face  was  red  and 
angry,  as  though  the  welfare  lady  were 
actually  standing  there  in  front  of  him. 

He  took  another  quick  drink  from 
the  bottle  and  showed  his  teeth  again. 
“Then  I’ma  say,  ‘You  wonder  maybe 
how  come  I’ma  poor  and’a  I got’a  tele- 
vision, huh?  And’a  how  come  I’ma 
got’a  boy  going  to  college?  Well,  I’ma 
tell’a  you— because  I’ma  want  it,  that’sa 
whv.  You  ain’ta  gotta  have’a  no  big’a 
brains  to  figure  it  out.  I’ma  just’a  want 
it,  so  I’ma  buy  television  and’a  I’rrta 
send  boy  to  college!’  ” 

He  banged  his  fist  down  against  the 
table,  almost  tipping  over  the  glass 


and  the  bottle.  He  ran  his  tongue  over 
his  lips. 

“ ‘When  I’ma  make’a  money,  I’ma 
put’a  little  away  to  send’a  my  boy  to 
college,  and’a  if  I’ma  got’a  some’a 
money  left  I’ma  buy  some’a  wine  and’a 
I’ma  buv  television.  All’a  time  I’ma 
save’a  for  somathing  I can  buy,  and’a 
1 don’ta  steal  or  lie,  or  cheat’a  to  get 
money.’  ” He  spread  the  calloused 
palms  of  his  hands  before  his  son. 
“Look’a  at  these’a  hands.  I’ma  work 
with  these’a  hands  ali  a my  life.  I’ma 
think  these’a  hands  my  best’a  friend. 
And’a  when  I’ma  no  work— maybe  you 
think  it’sa  joke  I’ma  make,  Johnny, 
but’a  it’sa  no  joke— when  I’ma  no  got'a 
work  these  hands,  these’a  hands’a 
hurt,  they  want’a  work  so  bad.” 

Papa  sat  back  in  his  chair  and 
looked  toward  the  kitchen  door.  His 
wife  was  in  the  kitchen  and  he  stared 
at  the  door  as  though  he  expected  her 
to  come  through  it. 

“And’a  she— this’a  welfare  lady— 
eonna  lend’a  me  a little  money  and’a 
I was’a  gonna  buy  a boat  maybe?  Well, 
I was’a  thinking  maybe  not  to  buy  no 
boat.  Mavbe  instead  a little  piece  a 
land.  I used  to  farm  a little  bit  when 
I’ma  little  bov,  maybe  I’ma  still  could 
she’sa  cover  her  face  with  her  hands 
and’a  she’s  run,  she’sa  run  out’a  here,” 
Papa  said.  “Hah!  I’ma  insult’a  her  or 

(Continued  on  page  22) 
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MY  VALENTINE  WAS  DIRTY 

(Continued  from  page  6) 


dered  if  he  had  ever  seen  a jerk  who 
wasn’t  stupid. 

I said,  “How  about  fixing  me  up  on 
a double  date.  You’ve  sat  beside  her 
all  semester.  You  must  know  her  bv 
now.  Look,  Moose,  even  though  you 
can’t  stand  girls,  couldn’t  you  put  up 
with  one  just  for  one  date?  just  so  I 
can  meet  Lillette  on  a more  or  less 
formal  basis.  Come  on,  buddy.” 

“No,  definitely  not.” 

“You  mean  you  won’t  do  it?” 

“You  figure  it  out.”  He  picked  up 
his  squash  racket  and  walked  out  of 
of  the  room. 

"But  next  week  most  people  observe 
St.  Valentine’s  Day.  Don’t  you  even 
believe  in  St.  Valentine?”  I yelled  after 
him.  He  didn’t. 

Finally  I hit  upon  a ripping  good 
idea.  I would  send  her  a Valentine 
with  a little  note  of  introduction  in  it. 
I’d  ask  her  to  meet  me  someplace 
sometime.  Outside  her  English  class 
would  be  a likelv  spot.  I had  a certain 
fondness  for  that  place  anyway. 

I bought  the  card.  It  was  really  nice. 
Half  the  card  pictured  a rainy  street 
scene.  The  other  half  was  a sunny 
country  scene.  Inside  the  card  was  a 
coupon  that  could  be  exchanged  for 
the  record  I’m  Gonna  Love  Ya  Like 
Nobody’s  Loved  Ya,  Come  Rain  Or 
Come  Shine.  If  anything  would  move 
a girl,  this  would. 

1 sent  the  card.  At  last  she  would 
know  of  my  devotion.  I could  only 
hope  that  she  wouldn’t  allow  my  love 
to  go  unrequited.  Thoughts  of  having 
an  unrequited  love  shook  me.  Perhaps 
if  she  turned  me  down  cold  I would 
become  a great  poet  in  my  sorrow. 
Thinking  of  it  this  way  I couldn’t  lose. 
I felt  better. 

Three  days  after  sending  the  card 
I again  waited  outside  that  beloved 
English  classroom.  Class  was  dismissed 
and  students  poured  out.  I caught 
sight  of  Lillette.  Suddenly  I noticed 
something  that  I had  never  noticed 
before.  It  was  her  left  hand.  Cold 
chills  seized  me  and  I trembled.  Her 
left  hand.  Why  hadn’t  I ever  noticed 
it  before?  She  was  wearing  an  engage- 
ment ring.  I hadn’t  thought  of  this 
possibility.  I’d  never  thought  of  it, 
honest.  Why  would  she  do  a thing  like 
that  to  me.  I hated  her  for  being  en- 


gaged. Suddenly  I saw  her  through 
unveiled  eyes.  Oh  how  blind  I had 
been.  Now  I could  see  what  she  really 
was.  I noticed  that  her  finger  nails 
were  dirty.  Her  sweater  was  baggy 
and  it  had  specks  of  dandruff  on  the 
shoulders.  Her  mascara  must  have 
been  applied  with  a scrub-mop.  Her 
lipstick  didn’t  follow  the  lines  of  her 
mouth  and  in  a way  I could  see  why 
it  shouldn't.  Boy  had  Moose  been  right 
about  her.  I felt  sick.  She  walked  down 
the  hall  and  just  as  she  turned  the 
corner  she  belched.  Loud  and  clear. 

I left  the  building  and  started  walk- 
ing across  campus.  A sharp  wind  was 
doing  wild  things  to  my  mind.  The  sun 
went  behind  a late  afternoon  cloud. 
Cold  rain  started  falling.  Just  outside 
the  Student  Union  I noticed  a scrap  of 
paper  embedded  in  the  mud.  1 thought 
what  an  anti-climax  it  would  be  if  that 
scrap  of  paper  would  be  my  rejected 
valentine.  I hoped  it  would  be  so  I 
could  reallv  feel  bad.  I wanted  to  feel 
reallv  terrible.  I picked  up  the  muddy 
paper.  When  I scraped  off  some  of  the 
dirt  I saw  it.  A picture  of  a rainy  street 
scene.  Boy  was  this  good.  Just  too 
much.  I pressed  the  muddy  valentine 
to  my  heart  and  struck  a pose  of  utter 
dejection.  Then  I pretended  the  valen- 
tine was  a knife  and  I started  to  stag- 
ger toward  the  door.  Sometimes  I 
think  I’m  nuts. 

I straightened  up  and  went  into  the 
snack  bar.  I sat  on  a comer  stool  and 
ordered  a large  milk  and  an  egg  sand- 
wich. I gulped  the  milk  straight.  It  felt 
good  as  it  burned  all  the  way  down. 
I lit  a cigarette  for  a chaser  and  ordered 
another  drink.  Someone  stuck  a nickel 
in  the  juke  box.  Georgia  Gibbs  leaned 
on  me  with  I’m  Gonna  Love  Ya  Like 
Nobody’s  Loved  Ya,  Come  Rain  Or 
Come  Shine.  How  I loved  hating  that 
song.  I carefully  brushed  and  folded 
the  dirtv  valentine.  When  the  sand- 
wich came,  I lifted  the  top  slice  of 
bread  and  smeared  the  valentine  com- 
pletely with  warm  wet  yellow.  I didn’t 
know  whv  but  it  reminded  me  of 
something  funny.  I laughed  and 
laughed  and  laughed. 


An  8-year-old’s  wail  about  seeing  Walt 
Disney’s  English  classic  ROB  ROY: 
“Whatta  gyp!  I thought  it  was  a 
western  where  bandits  held  up  Roy 
Rogers!” 


EAST  IS  A WAR  STORY 

(Continued  from  page  15) 


stove.  I kept  on  going  an’  when  I got 
to  my  pad,  I crawled  in  an’  zipped  it 
over  my  head.  Ol’  Gus  was  right  next 
to  me  an’  asked  me  where  my  bottle 
was.  I told  im  to  shut  up  an’  he  asked 
me  what  the  blast  was  ...  it  scared 
hell  outa  all  the  guys,  most  of  ’em  was 
still  crawlin’  toward  the  holes  dug  for 
air  raid  shelters.  I told  Gus  it  was 
nothin’  an’  to  shut  up  an’  go  to  sleep. 

Then  Gus  figured  it  out  an’  started 
laughin’  like  a hyena.  I told  ’im  to  shut 
up  or  I’d  let  ’im  have  a couple  rounds 
but  he  couldn’t  stop.  I was  gettin’ 
ready  to  stuff  a sock  into  his  big  mouth 
when  the  flashlight  hits  me  in  the  eve. 
I hear  this  damn  cook  sayin’,  “That’s 
him,  that’s  the  nut  that  had  it!”  An’  I 
figured  I had  had  it  for  sure.  Gus  was 
hysterical.  . . . 

What  happened  was  I forgot  to  take 
the  cork  outa  the  bottle  before  I put 
it  on  the  stove.  The  cork  had  got  stuck 
since  I didn’t  use  it  for  a couple  davs 
an’  when  the  pressure  built  up  in  the 
bottle,  it  exploded  ...  all  over  the 
goddam  kitchen  area. 

Well,  on  the  other  end  o’  this  flash- 
light was  a lieutenant,  musta  been  the 
mess  officer,  an’  he  kept  hollerin’  at  me 
to  get  outa  my  sack.  Naturally  I hadda 
get  stuck  in  the  zipper  right  then  an’ 
he  thought  I was  stallin’.  He  come  near 
poppin’  me  with  his  flashlight  before 
I finally  got  stood  up. 

Skippin’  the  gory  details,  I got 
busted  an’  chewed  out  like  nobodv 
ever  been  chewed  before.  I tried  to 
explain  to  this  lieutenant  about  how 
this  girl  had  gave  me  the  thing  for  a 
Valentine’s  present  an’  he  looked  at 
me  like  he  wished  he  was  cupid  an’ 
had  a bow  an’  arrow. 

He  was  a pretty  good  joe  at  that, 
though.  I suppose  he  could’ve  throwed 
the  book  at  me  since  the  explosion  had 
burnt  up  these  woollv  Jap  slipper  deals 
he  used  to  wear  at  night  an’  had  hung 
over  the  stove  to  get  warm. 


Smith:  “Sav,  old  man,  can  you  let  me 
have  five  . . .” 

Jones:  “No  . . .” 

Smith:  “.  . . minutes  of  vour  time?” 
Jones:  “.  . . trouble  at  all,  old  scout.” 
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Metronome  and  Madness 

by  Wayne  Kennedy 


Clicking  away  seven  hundred  and 
twenty  radio  active  minutes  per  week- 
end, “This  is  Metronome,”  WMUC’s 
latest  innovation  designed  for  those 
faithful  few  who  stick  around  “for 
kicks”  on  non-school  days. 

“Metronome”  is  exactlv  what  the 
word  implies— the  week-end  time-1 
keeper.  It’s  the  clearing  house  for  new 
and  untried  talent,  the  workshop  for 
new  programming  efforts  and  a tem- 
porary test  tube  for  unique  ideas  in  the 
nucleus  stage. 

“Metronome,”  unlike  NBC’s  “Moni- 
tor,” has  no  specific  format,  however 
Jonathan  “Candy  Mouth”  Gornall  and 
Dave  “The  Sultan”  Heinlv  are  WMUC’s 
answer  to  that  amusing  twosome  called 
Boh  and  Ray.  John  and  Dave  erupt 
vociferously  each  Saturday  with  that 
dry,  sardonic  humor  that  makes  every 
listener  think  twice  and  then  chuckle. 

For  the  ultimate  in  sophisticated 
chicanery,  make  it  to  the  scene  of 
“Metronome”  every  Saturday  from  9 
a.m.  to  midnight  for  fifteen  hours  of 
entertainment. 

As  I pound  out  this  self-soothing 
buffoonery  (my  conscience  bothers 
me)  I am  approached  by  a voluptuous 
sophomore  named  Nancy  Mason,  who 
oddly  enough  is  also  talented  and  am- 
bitious. Nancy  informs  me  that  she  has 
just  come  from  interviewing  that  per- 
sonable entertainer,  Johnny  Desmond. 

She  and  Jack  Caldwell  perform  ably 
as  master  and  mistress  of  ceremonies 
on  “Let’s  Dance,”  a show  sponsored  bv 
the  Rossborough  Club  to  promote  the 
lost  art  of  dancing  (whatever  that  is). 

Nancy  and  Jack  spin  the  discs  and 
keep  radio  listeners  posted  on  Ross- 
borough Club  happenings.  Each  week 
a new  and  different  show-biz  person- 
ality is  interviewed.  It’s  definitely 
worth  your  time  and  trouble  to  listen 
to  “Let’s  Dance”  everv  Wednesdav  at 
9:30  p.m.  over  “The  Voice  of  College 
Park.” 

Since  the  Student  Government  As- 


sociation has  experienced  some  diffi- 
culty in  re-evaluating  campus  radio’s 
facilities  to  include  the  services  of 
Associated  Press,  it  seems  only  fitting 
that  WMUC  should  once  again  begin 
broadcasting  world  wide  news.  A five- 
minute  summary  of  news  and  sports 
is  broadcast  every  fifty  minutes  in  the 
evening  and  news  headlines  are  pre- 
sented everv  half  hour  during  the 
morning  broadcasting  hours. 

In  conjunction  with  “Terp  Views” 
presented  weekly  from  the  Student 
Union  Cafeteria,  Tom  Willoughby  has 
taken  it  upon  himself  not  only  to  ques- 
tion students  via  the  airways,  but  is 
presently  engaged  in  questioning  cro- 
chety  individuals  on  campus  by-ways. 
Tom  wields  his  prosaic  pen  everv  week 
for  the  campus  newspaper  and  “tells 
all”  about  his  exclusive  interviews  with 
day-people. 

Within  the  next  few  weeks  WMUC 
will  be  conducting  a campus-wide  con- 
test. “Miss  Midnight,”  a regular  fea- 
ture at  campus  radio  for  the  past  few 
months,  is  leaving  school  for  some 
mysterious  reason,  therefore  a replace- 
ment is  needed. 

The  contest  is  open  to  any  femme 
who  believes  she  possesses  those  natu- 
ral voice  qualities  necessary  “to  play 
the  role.”  Personal  appearance  will  be 
taken  into  consideration  in  order  to 
maintain  those  strict  standards  set  by 
our  former  “Miss  Midnight.” 

Jack  Bowden,  veteran  disc  jockey 
and  chief  announcer  at  WMUC,  mixes 
thoroughly  a smattering  of  modern 
jazz,  popular  tunes  and  dixie,  stirs 
well  and  comes  out  with  a musical 
cavalcade  entitled,  “Until  Midnight.” 
Jack’s  main  attraction  is  something 
called  “Soft  Women  With  Soft  Voices,” 
a unique  and  original  presentation  pro- 
duced with  imagination  and  subtlety. 
Tune  in  11:00  to  midnight  on  Mon- 
days and  Wednesdays  for  good  listen- 
ing. 


FABLES 

Town  II all  featuring  dessert  on 
Wednesday  night.  . . . 

New  recording  on  Chief  label,  “Some- 
body Stole  My  Mortgage.’’ 

Two  million  dollars  for  campus  library 
with  no  shelves.  . . . 

This  writer’s  car  and  “body”  threat- 
ened by  phone  calls.  . . . 

Understand  the  Diamondback  is  using 
7,000  pounds  of  pulp  to  produce 
sheer  wiggery.  . . . 

New  Journalism  Building  rumored  to 
be  biggest  out-house  any  library 
ever  had.  . . . 

Big  things  happening  behind  Chaney’s 
. . . like.  . . . 

Clandestine  love  trysts  discontinued  on 
“A”  lot  ’til  further  notice.  . . . 


Terps  Find  Things 
COPACETIC 
at 

LITTLE  TAVERN 

7413  Baltimore  Boulevard 
College  Park,  Maryland 
OPEN  ANYTIME-NIGHT  AND  DAY 
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PAPA,  TV  and  VINO 

(Continued  from  page  19) 

somathing!  Always,  you  know,  always 
people’a  try  to  give  advice.  Advice  is 
a wonderful  thing,  because  it’sa  so 
nice’a  and’a  free  and’a  everybody’sa 
got  it,  and’a  everybody’sa  want  to  give 
it.  It’sa  make’a  me  sick,  all  this  advice, 
you  know,  Johnny?” 

Johnny  was  watching  the  bottle  of 
wine.  H is  father  had  finished  over  half 
of  it.  He  had  seen  his  father  drink  be- 


fore, but  he  had  never  seen  the  old 
man  drunk,  and  Johnny  wondered  if 
the  old  man  was  drunk  now. 

Papa  banged  his  clenched  fist 
against  the  table  again.  “Let  them’a 
call’a  me  what’a  they  want’a  call’a  me 
down’a  on  street.  Let’a  them  say  how’a 
poor  and’a  dumb’a  I am,”  he  shouted. 
“But  they  come’a  up’a  here  in’a  mv 
place,  in’a  my  home  and’a  tell’a  me 
how  to  live  and’a  what  I’ma  do  right 
and  what  I’ma  do  wrong,  let’a  them 
get  the  hell’a  out! 

“That’a  Morelli!  That’a  goddamn 
old’a  Morelli!  You  know  what’a  he’sa 


sav,  Johnny?  Here’sa  man  who’sa 
been’a  your  friend  a long’a,  long’a 
time  since  you  come’a  over  from  the 
old’a  country,  and’a  he’sa  got’a  nerve— 
he’sa  got’a  nerve  to  say  to  me— ‘If 
Johnny’sa  maybe  work  instead  a go  to 
college,  you  be  okay,  Nicolo.’  I’ma 
tell’a  him  to  mind’a  his  own’a  damn 
business.  ‘My  Johnny  gotta  ride  a 
bread  truck  like’a  your  Dominic,  who 
never  finish  eighth  grade?  Well’a,  my 
Johnny  he’sa  smart,  and’a  he’sa  no 
gotta  drive’a  no  bread  truck  or  be  no 
fisherman  like’a  his  old’a  man.’ 

“ ‘My  Johnny  got’a  brains  to  be  big 
lawyer,  doctor  or  somathing,  I dunno. 
Only  big— big’a  man  from  studying  in 
books.  He’sa  no  gotta  run  away  from 
the  family  because  he’sa  ashamed.’  ” 
The  old  man  was  crying  aloud  and 
’Johnny  jumped  to  his  feet.  He  came 
to  his  father’s  side  and  then  saw  that 
his  mother  was  now  standing  in  the 
doorway  of  the  kitchen.  But  Benny 
was  still  occupied  with  the  television 
set. 

The  old  man  grabbed  out  and 
clutched  at  Johnny’s  shirt.  His  lips 
moved  but  words  would  not  come.  He 
pressed  his  forehead  against  his  son’s 
belt.  “My  Johnny,”  the  old  man  said. 
“My  Johnny’sa  gonna  be  big  man  from 
studying  the  books  and’a  make’a  his’a 
Papa  proud.”  With  the  back  of  his 
hand,  Papa  wiped  the  tears  that  were 
streaming  down  both  cheeks. 

Johnny  placed  a hand  on  his  father’s 
shoulder,  but  the  old  man  jerked  away 
from  him.  “Papa,  can  I— can  I do 
something  for  you?  Are  you  all  right?” 

“I’ma  be  okay— now  go  back— sit’a 
down— you  ain’ta  even  touched  your 
wine,”  the  old  man  said. 

Johnny  returned  to  his  chair,  but 
preferred  to  stand  until  the  old  man 
motioned  to  him  to  sit  down. 

Papa  looked  up  into  Johnny’s  face 
and  then  looked  right  past  his  son  and 
seemed  to  be  concentrating  on  the 
wall  in  back  of  him.  “You  know, 
Johnny,  I’ma  do  some  thinking,”  the 
old  man  said.  “When  you  get ’a— you 
know,  kind’a  set  up?  You  know  like’a 
we  used  to  talk  about?  You  was’a 
gonna  lend’a  me  a little  money  and’a 
I was’a  gonna  buy  a boat  maybe?  Well, 
I was’a  thinking  maybe  not  to  buy  no 
boat.  Maybe  instead  a little  piece  a 
land.  I used  to  farm  a little  bit  when 

(Continued  on  page  24) 


Suburban  Trust  Company 

A Strong,  Friendly  Bank 

Visit  our  bank  in  the  College  Park  Shopping  Center. 


Personal  loans  and  checking  accounts,  and  21/2%  paid 
on  savings.  Every  banking  and  trust  facility.  Night 
depository  for  Fraternities  and  Sororities.  15  different 
offices  in  Prince  Georges  and  Montgomery  Counties. 


HOURS: 


Monday  thru  Friday,  8:30  A.M.  to  2:00  P.M. 
Friday  Evenings,  6:00  P.M.  to  8:00  P.M. 
Saturdays  8:30  A.M.  to  12  Noon 


MEMBER  FEDERAL  DEPOSIT  INSURANCE  CORPORATION 
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The 

TOWN  HALL  TAVERN 

"FOR  REFRESHMENT" 

UNDER  NEW  MANAGEMENT 
AND 

ENLARGED  GREATLY 
FOR  YOUR 

DINING  AND  DANCING 

Located  on  U.  S.  ^:1  - Just  a 
block  North  of  University  of 
Maryland 
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CHAPMAN’S  Service  Center 

"Just  1-Block  North  of  Campus  on  U.  S.  #1"' 

IS  YOUR  BEST  BET  FOR  . . . 


• LUBRICATION 

• GOODYEAR  TBA 


's\NCLAo$n 

MMEft*) 


SERVICE 

REPAIRS 


WITH  NEW  X-CHEMICAL 

8325  BALTIMORE  BLVD.,  COLLEGE  PARK,  MD  - TO.  9-9651 
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lour  ( liance  for  a c uropean  Holiday 


How  would  you  like  a summer  bask- 
ing in  the  sun  on  the  Riviera?— or  sip- 
ping chianti  in  Venice’s  exotic  Saint 
Mark’s  Square?— or  skiing  and  tobog- 
ganing in  the  Swiss  Alps? 

All  of  these  dreams  and  more  will 
come  true  for  a Maryland  student  this 
summer.  The  Experiment  in  Interna- 
tional Living  is  giving  a Maryland 
student  an  opportunity  to  live  abroad 
during  the  summer  of  1957. 

The  Experiment  features  a unique 
opportunity  for  living  with  a family 
abroad,  a stimulating  journey  through 
the  host  country,  and  an  enchanting 
week  in  Paris,  London,  and  Rome. 

A typical  experiment  begins  when 
ten  American  college  students  meet  at 
the  port  of  embarkation  in  New  York. 


by  Nancy  Mason 

Students  are  selected  so  as  to  provide 
a cross  section  of  geographical  and 
personal  backgrounds  that  will  serve 
to  complement  one  another. 

Upon  arrival  in  the  home  town 
abroad,  students  are  greeted  by  the 
host  families,  who  have  been  carefully 
selected.  The  host  family  mav  be  of 
the  aristocratic  or  working  class— a 
mayor,  a grape-masher,  or  perhaps  a 
count.  The  month’s  homestay  brings 
about  many  new  personal  experiences 
during  which  the  participant  spends 
most  of  the  time  with  the  family,  meets 
political  leaders,  and  visits  the  area. 

During  the  second  month  the  stu- 
dents with  their  new  friends  take  an 
informal  trip  through  the  country, 
traveling  by  bus,  train,  bicycle,  or  foot. 


The  ancient  sights  and  modern  life  of 
the  nation  are  more  exciting  and  mean- 
ingful since  they  are  seen  through  the 
eves  of  their  own  people. 

At  the  end  of  the  trip,  the  students 
spend  a week  or  more  in  some  large 
city— Paris,  London,  Rome. 

Founded  in  1932  by  Donald  B. 
Watt,  The  Experiment  in  International 
Living  is  the  oldest  organization  of  its 
kind.  This  non-profit  corporation  with 
no  political  or  religious  affiliations  was 
founded  on  the  principle  that  world 
peace  and  understanding  will  come  as 
world  citizens  get  to  know  each  other. 
Its  founder  believes  that  today’s  hos- 
tilities and  mistrust  could  be  forestalled 
if  enough  people  had  a deeper  under- 
standing of  the  problems  of  others. 


STUDENT  SUPPLY 
STORE 


• 

SCHOOL  SUPPLIES  • RECORDS 
JEWELRY  • SPORTS  WEAR 
GIFTS  • STATIONERY  • BOOKS 
ART  AND  DRAFTING  SUPPLIES 
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your  Balfour  man 

HERB  BROWN 

406  WEST  SARATOGA  STREET 
BALTIMORE,  MD.  LE.  9-4066 

Fraternity  and  Sorority 

JEWELRY 

Favors  Trophies  ☆ Mugs 

Stationery  "fa  Knitwear 
Fraternity  and  Sorority  Badges 


HANNES 

FORMAL  WEAR 

RENTALS  AND  SALES 

Tuxedos- Full  Dress  - Cutaways 

8229  GEORGIA  AVENUE 
JU.  9-0505  and  9-0502 
SILVER  SPRING,  MD. 

"Across  From  Roth's  Theatre" 


PAPA,  TV  and  VINO 

(Continued  from  page  22) 


I’ma  little  boy,  maybe  I’ma  still  could 
do  a little.  Maybe  I’ma  get  Benny  off 
his’a  behind  and’a  he  could’a  help’a 
me.  . . .” 

Johnny  saw  a gleam  of  excitement 
in  the  old  man’s  watery,  gray  eyes.  Not 
the  same  gleam  that  was  there  when 
he  was  bursting  with  angry  rage  about 
the  social  worker’s  visit,  but  a gleam 
that  revealed  a glimmer  of  hope  in  a 
lifetime  punctuated  by  despair. 

“Yea,  a little’a  piece— just  a small, 
little  piece,  huh?”  he  continued. 
“Maybe  a little  fresh’a  air  instead  ali  a 
the  time  packed  like’a  little  sardines 
in’a  the  city.  You  know  . . .”  He  leaned 
back  with  his  arm  around  the  back  of 
the  chair,  looking  in  the  direction  of 
the  kitchen. 

His  wife  was  no  longer  standing  in 
the  doorway.  “You  know  that’a  Benny, 
he’sa  ali  a time’a  watch  television.  Me? 
I’ma  drink  wine.  But  your  mama, 
your  mama  she’sa  ain’ta  got  nothing, 
johnny.  All’a  she’sa  do  is’a  think. 
Think  all  a time.  It’sa  no  good,  this’a 
think  when’a  you  poor  and’a  ain’ta  got 
nothing,  Johnny.  When’a  you  poor, 
you  gotta  have’a  somathing,  you  gotta 
have’a  somathing  to  take’a  your  mind’a 
off’a  being  poor.  You  know  what  I’ma 
mean,  Johnny?  I’ma  mean’a  like— like’a 
this  farm  maybe.  Maybe  different- 
how  you  say— diffarent  surroundings, 
you  know?” 

“A  farm  would  be  fine,  Papa,” 
Johnny  said,  smiling  at  his  father. 
“Papa,  if  you  don’t  mind,  I told  the 
fellows  that  I’d  meet  them  at  eight 
o’clock.  It’s  past  that  now.” 

The  old  man  squinted  as  he  looked 
up  at  Johnny  and  nodded  his  head 
slowly.  “Sure,  sure,  Johnny.  I’ma  un- 
derstand. That’sa  okay.  Only,  only 
you  ain’ta  even  drink’a  your  wine.” 

“I’m  not  too  thirsty,  Papa,”  Johnny 
said,  taking  his  topcoat  from  the  back 
of  the  chair.  As  he  put  the  coat  on,  his 
mother  came  out  of  the  kitchen.  He 
put  his  arms  around  her  and  she  but- 
toned the  coat.  Now  more  than  ever 
before,  Johnny  felt  that  they  were 
really  mother  and  son. 

“Sav,  Johnny,”  his  father  said, 
“Johnny,  maybe  somatime  you  invite 
your’a  college  friends  up’a  here.  I 
mean  maybe  Mama  could’a  fix  up  nice, 
and’a  we  could’a  have  some  vino  to- 
gether—vou,  me,  and’a  your  friends . . .” 


“Sure,  Papa,  sure,”  Johnny  replied. 
“I  always  ask  them  up,  but  you  know 
when  they  get  into  town  they  like  to 
be  with  their  own  families.  Well,  next 
time,  huh  Papa?  Maybe  next  time  . . .” 

“Yeah,  yeah,  maybe  next’a  time.” 
Then,  under  his  breath,  the  old  man 
said,  “Next’a  time  . . . Alwavs’a  next 
time.” 

As  he  backed  out  of  the  doorway 
and  released  the  grip  he  had  on  his 
mother’s  wrist,  Johnny  saw  his  father’s 
head  slump  forward  into  his  arms  that 
were  stretched  out  on  the  table.  Johnny 
started  back  in,  but  his  mother  shook 
her  head  and  pushed  him  back. 

Bennv  was  still  watching  the  fight 
on  television. 

Down  on  the  street  below,  Johnnv 
walked  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets. 
The  chill  October  wind  pushed  a sheet 
of  newspaper  along  the  sidewalk  until 
it  stopped  against  the  base  of  a tree. 

Johnny  looked  up  at  the  old,  dingy 
red  brick  building  where  he  was  born 
and  raised— the  life  he  had  left  in  order 
to  face  another  life.  This  was  the  old 
neighborhood  that  was  supposed  to  in- 
vite nostalgia  in  a man’s  autumn  years. 
This  was  the  neighborhood  with  the 
candy  store,  the  bar,  the  Chink  laun- 
dry and  the  guys  pitching  pennies  on 
the  street  corners,  or  leaning  against 
the  walls  and  lamp  posts  smoking 
cigarettes  and  whistling  at  the  few 
girls  who  walked  past.  This  was  the 
neighborhood  that  consumed  its  dwell- 
ers and  defied  them  to  emerge  from 
the  destiny  it  had  shaped. 

At  the  end  of  the  block,  the  car  was 
waiting  and  Johnnv’s  rapid  walk  be- 
came a run.  He  darted  behind  the  car 
and  into  the  street.  He  opened  the 
door  and  slid  into  the  driver’s  seat.  He 
looked  down  at  the  keys  dangling  from 
the  ignition  slot  and  said  nothing  to 
the  girl  sitting  next  to  him.  He  started 
the  engine  and  the  car  roared  away 
from  the  corner. 

The  girl  was  wearing  a bandanna 
over  her  brunette  hair  that  had  been 
set  with  bobbv  pins  and  her  coat  collar 
was  up.  “Did  you  tell  them  about  quit- 
ting school?”  the  girl  asked. 

Johnny,  gazing  straight  ahead 
through  the  windshield,  said,  “No.” 

“Did  vou  tell  them  about  us?”  she 
asked,  taking  her  hand  from  the  pocket 
and  examining  the  golden  band  on  her 
finger. 

“No,  I haven’t  told  them  yet.  I 
haven’t  told  them  a thing  . . .” 
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many  moons 


Less  than  5,000  working  hours  from  now, 
Martin  will  launch  the  world’s  first  earth  satel- 
lite. As  with  the  famed  Martin  Viking  Rocket 
program,  this  is  to  be  No.  1 of  a continuing  series 
of  astronautical  research  vehicles  — man-made 
moons  which  will  chart  the  way  toward  the  con- 
quest of  the  final  frontier,  space  itself. 

If  you  are  interested  in  the  greatest  engineer- 
ing adventure  of  our  time,  contact  J.  M. 
Holly  day,  “Satellite” , The  Martin  Company, 
Baltimore  3,  Maryland. 
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R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co.,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


HAVE  A REAL  CIGARETTE 


Discover  the  difference  between  “just  smoking”... and  Camels! 

Taste  the  difference ! Feel  the  difference ! Enjoy  the  difference! 


Camels  are  full-flavored 
and  deeply  satisfying  — 
pack  after  pack.  You  can 
count  on  Camels  for  the 
finest  taste  in  smoking. 


The  exclusive  Camel  blend 
of  quality  tobaccos  is  un- 
equalled for  smooth,  agree- 
able smoking.  Camels  are 
easy  to  get  along  with. 


Try  today’s  top  cigarette. 
You’ll  see  why  more  people 
smoke  Camels,  year  after 
year,  than  any  other  brand. 
They’ve  really  got  it! 


I.  M.  Snooze 

Hurled  Retort 

•» 


LAPBIN’S  MEATBALLS 
SINK  DORIA 


Snooje  » Hurled  Rcloil  W 
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How  Will  This  Affect  The  University?? 


SEE  PAGE  1 


WANTED:  NEW  ENGINEERS  FOR 


A NEW  ENGINEERING  AGE 


A rocket  to  the  moon  before  your  10th  reunion... to  Mars 
before  your  25th!  This  is  the  prediction  of  experts  in  the 
new  science  — and  age  — of  astronautics. 

Martin  is  doing  as  much  today  to  make  that  prediction  a 
reality  as  any  other  engineering  organization  in  the  world. 
The  first  man-made  earth  satellite  is  scheduled  to  be  launched 
by  Martin  within  a matter  of  months,  and  we’re  already 
“running  some  numbers”  on  the  first  moon  vehicle. 

If  you’re  interested  in  Opportunities  Unlimited,  Ceiling  CO, 
we  urge  you  to  get  the  Martin  story  first-hand. 

Contact  J.  J.  Holley,  Dept.  UM-03,  The  Martin  Company, 


Baltimore  3,  Maryland. 


ELKINS  INDICTED 


JAMES  ELKINS,  gambler  and 
racketeer  was  brought  before 
the  Senate’s  Select  Committee 
on  Labor  and  Management 
Practices  for  his  speculations  in 
“improper  activities.”  Mr. 
Elkins  brought  to  light  some 
embarrasing  extracurricular 
activities  of  some  top  ranking 
officials  in  the  International 
Brotherhood  of  Teamsters. 

These  included  an  attempted 
pinball  machine  monopoly,  an 
adventure  into  the  establish- 
ment of  houses  of  prostitution 
and  the  use  of  union  influence 


and  money  to  take  over  law 
enforcement  from  the  office  of 
the  district  attorney  to  the 
governor’s  chair. 

A shism  in  the  labor  move- 
ment itself  had  opened  in  Janu- 
ary, when  Dave  Beck,  perhaps 
mindful  of  the  upcoming  hear- 
ings, cast  the  only  vote  against 
a decree  ordering  union  officials 
not  to  plead  the  Fifth  Amend- 
ment. 

How  will  this  affect  the  Uni- 
versity ?????? 

We  don’t  see  that  it  will  affect 
it  in  any  way  ! ! ! 
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SPECIAL 


IN  THIS  ISSUE: 


★ Report  from  the  Parking  Lot  Border 

A timely  and  informative  report  on  the  battle  raging 
in  the  College  Park  area.  Jalopian  tribesmen  are 
reported  losing  the  fiercely  fought  war  with  UM  Police 
forces.  Page  14. 

★ A Shift  in  Your  Business 

Recent  news  coverage  of  local  and  national  incidents. 
Moonshine  at  Maryland  is  discovered,  Ironclad 
Fashions  promoted  by  special  interest  groups,  and  the 
infamous  “Sin  City’’  located.  Page  13. 

★ Inside  Story  on  Student’s  SAG 

Famed  educator  tells  of  his  nursery  school  govern- 
ment. A keyhole  view  of  the  SAG  officers  at  work,  with 
stress  on  the  most  likeable  cherubs  in  the  entire  bunch. 
The  facts  on  the  Pretty  Patty  Gentlelamb  Scandal. 
Dr.  Dipsnitch  gives  you  an  honest  but  putrid  smelling 
tale  of  dingdongers  and  administrators.  Page  18. 

★ Diamondback  Literary  Nunnsense? 

Here  are  authoritative  answers  to  questions  being 
asked  by  more  authorities  from  more  small  Eastern 
Shore  towns  than  the  Eastern  Shore  has  poetry  clubs. 
Does  Dickie  Sloth  really  have  a missing  left  toe?  Just 
who  is  Clare  Woopsie?  What  does  the  term  “Hourly 
Frolic’’  mean?  Page  10. 

★ Operation  Chuckle 

It’s  now  possible  to  get  loaded  in  the  Student  Union 
Building.  Read  the  story  of  how  BYOL  parties  will 
replace  the  Chess  Club.  “Operation  Chuckle,’’  a new 
policy  on  this  campus.  Page  16. 

★ ★ CIRCULATION  MORE  THAN  69  ★ ★ 


Name — 
Address. 
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HANDY  WAY  TO  SUBSCRIBE 

IJ.  M.  SNOOZE  & HURLED  RETORT 
Circumnavigation  Dept.,  4322001  East  Blurb  Drove, 

Paw  Paw,  42,  West  Virginia 

Please  enter  my  big  fat  mouth  with  one  issue  of  your  lousy 
newsless  excuse  for  a cornless  cob.  Enclosed  are  my  life's 
savings  for  down  payment.  I will  remit  my  wife  for  the  first 
payment.  (U.S.,  its  possessions  and  Canada,  $2,  other  institu- 
tions, $1 .) 


Sex  (yes  or  no  or  maybe)- 


L G Balfour co- 

your  Balfour  man 

HERB  BROWN 

406  WEST  SARATOGA  STREET 
BALTIMORE,  MD.  LE.  9-4066 

Fraternity  and  Sorority 

JEWELRY 

Favors  Trophies  ☆ Mugs 
Stationery  "fa  Knitwear 
Fraternity  and  Sorority  Badges 


H ANNES 

FORMAL  WEAR 

RENTALS  AND  SALES 

Tuxedos- Full  Dress  - Cutaways 

8229  GEORGIA  AVENUE 
JU.  9-0505  and  9-0502 
SILVER  SPRING,  MD. 

"Across  From  Roth's  Theatre" 
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The  Most  Important  Hour 
In  Your  Life 


BEFORE  YOU  DECIDE  what  you  want  to  do  after  college,  take  an 
hour  or  so  to  find  out  what  the  eleetrie  and  gas  utility 
business  offers  in  career  opportunities.  It  may  he  the  most 
important  time  investment  you  will  ever  make. 

THIS  IS  A BASIC  INDUSTRY,  one  on  which  America’s  entire 
industrial  structure  depends.  It  is  an  industry  that  today 
is  experiencing  the  greatest  growth  in  its  history.  New 
developments — in  production,  distribution  and  utilization — 
offer  far-reaching  possibilities  for  college  men  with  ability 
and  ambition. 

OVER  $230,000,000  will  be  expended  by  our  Company  during  the 
next  five  years  alone,  for  new  facilities  to  keep  pace  with 
demands  for  electric  and  gas  service.  Such  growth  spells 
great  OPPORTUNITY  for  young  men  seeking  an  interesting, 
well-paying  career. 

WE  HAVE  IMMEDIATE  PLACEMENT  for  graduates  in  engineer- 
ing— mechanical,  electrical,  civil,  chemical,  industrial — and 
in  finance,  accounting  and  business  administration. 

IT  WILL  PAY  YOU  to  get  the  facts  about  the  wide  choice  of  work 
in  our  Company’s  diversified  operations  . . . our  Training 
Programs  to  develop  your  capabilities  and  earning  power 
. . . our  Educational  Program  whereby  you  may  carry  on 
graduate  studies  with  all  tuition  and  fees  paid  . . . and  all 
the  other  features  that  make  a position  in  the  utility  indus- 
try exceptionally  attractive.  Ask  your  placement  director 
about  an  interview,  or  write  J.  W.  Carothers,  Manager,  Per- 
sonnel Department,  1612-M  Lexington  Building,  Baltimore  3. 

BALTIMORE  GAS  AND  ELECTRIC  COMPANY 
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GATE 

INN 


IRON  GATE  INN 

1 734  N St.,  N.  W.  Washington,  D.  C. 

THE  OPEN  GATE  TO  CHARM 
AND  GOOD  FOOD 

Lunch  from  12  Noon  - 2:45  P.  M. 

Dinners  5 P.  M.  • 7:45  P.  M. 

OPEN  7 DAYS  A WEEK 
FILET  MIGNON  • BREAST  OF 
CHICKEN  BAKED  IN  CREAM 
Famous  Butterscotch  Rolls 
EXCELLENT  FOOD  AT  REASONABLE  PRICES 


Approved  by  Duncan  Hines 
Ford  Treasury  of  Famous 
Recipes  - AAA 
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CHAPMAN’S  Service  Center 

"Just  1 - Block  North  of  Campus  on  U.  S.  jp  1 " 

IS  YOUR  BEST  BET  FOR  . . . 


• LUBRICATION 

• GOODYEAR  TBA 


• SERVICE 

• REPAIRS 


s\NCLA  Iff 

MUM 

WITH  NEW  \^ra,y'  X-CHEMICAL 

8325  BALTIMORE  BLVD.,  COLLEGE  PARK,  MD  - TO.  9-9651 


PHOTOENGRAVERS 

• fine  platemaking 

• complete  art  dept. 

• overnight  service 

for  prompt  efficient 
mobile  telephone  pickup 
and  delivery  service.  . . 


JUniper  7-8211 

REX  ENGRAVING  CO.,  INC. 

804  5 NEWELL  STREET,  SILVER  SPRING,  MD. 

VI.XXXXXX 


XXXXJ 


softer  Cf fanes  -3 l s 

The 

TOWN  HALL  TAVERN 


"FOR  REFRESHMENT" 

UNDER  NEW  MANAGEMENT 
AND 

ENLARGED  GREATLY 
FOR  YOUR 

DINING  AND  DANCING 

Located  on  U.  S.  #1  - Just  a 
block  North  of  University  of 
Maryland 
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—^—College  Park  Whispers 

[Items  appearing  on  this  page  are  reported  only  in  the  men's  room  and  the  Diamondback] 


Hellkins:  Swimming  Pool  Must  Be  Dry  . . . No  Commissions  for 
AFROTC . . . Buffingboy’s  Cabinet  Shift ...  Byrde  Elected  Governor 


Maryland  football  coach,  Tommy 
Mute,  has  told  UM  SNOOZE  that  if 
a quarterback  can  be  found  to  sur- 
vive the  burden  of  academic  achieve- 
ment and  alumni  pressure  he  will 
make  ends  meet  next  fall. 

★ ★ ★ 

Tau  Ha-ha  Rho,  new  drinking 
honorary,  was  recently  recog- 
nized as  a campus  activity  by 
Dean  Robert  Games.  Now  they 
are  able  to  apply  for  SAG  funds 
for  bigger  and  better  socials. 

★ ★ ★ 

The  University  Theatre  is  getting 
deeper  and  deeper  into  trouble  at 
College  Park.  They  have  discovered 
that  some  one  is  selling  tickets  for  an 
unscheduled  performance  of  “Smil- 
ing Through”  starring  Maria 
Ouspenskaya.  One  person  has 
refused  to  leave  the  auditorium  until 
the  show  is  presented.  Been  there 
three  months  now. 

★ ★ ★ 

Coach  Bud  Schillikan,  Basket- 
ball mentor,  is  drawing  a flood 
of  mail  from  students  who  are 
opposed  to  eliminating  all  offen- 
sive play  for  next  year . According 
to  Coach  Schillikan,  the  team 
will  go  into  “deep  freeze ” for 
sixty  minutes. 

★ ★ ★ 

Jasper  Buffingboy,  SAG  president, 
is  disturbed  that  the  only  good  men’s 
room  to  jot  down  important  events 
is  at  the  Town  Hall.  Jack  has  his 
own  cabinet  now  complete  with  wits, 
witticisms,  and  a constitution. 


Selected  motion  pictures  to  be 
seen  at  the  Student  Union  Film 
Festival  next  week  are  “Baby 
Doll,”  “The  Snow  is  Black,” 
“Tobacco  Road,”  and  “Salome” 
with  Blanch  Yurka. 

★ ★ ★ 


George  Darlinboy,  program  director 
of  WMUC,  was  seen  running  around 
yelling  and  waving  his  hands  and 
ears  after  reading  in  a recent  WMUC 
poll  that  there  was  one  listener  in 
the  top  of  Building  HH.  George  is 
now  in  a state  of  near  collapse  after 
finding  it  was  an  investigator  from 
the  FCC. 

★ ★ ★ 

The  Faculty  Senate  met. 

★ ★ ★ 

It’s  being  whispered  that  the 
Maryland  Dispensary  lost  its  alcohol 
license  five  days  ago  when  a doctor 
inadvertently  prescribed  a shot  of 
bourbon  instead  of  the  usual  to  a 
young  coed  with  the  sniffles.  Any- 
way, the  doctor  can  chalk  up  a 
victory  amid  defeat.  It  was  the 
first  cold  cured  in  15  years  at  the 
College  Park  Dispensary. 

★ ★ ★ 

Prof.  Russell  Allien,  Chairman  of 
the  Student  Life  Committee,  is 
to  mastermind  the  University’ s 
guest  speaker  invites.  So  far 
Henry  Miller,  noted  author  of 
folk  tales,  will  speak  May  15. 


Old  Line  Editor-In-Chief,  Dave 
Hollowhead,  is  miffed  with  Edward 
R.  Murrow  because  Murrow  did  not 
give  a hint  that  the  Literary  Club 
would  be  interviewed  first  on  Person 
to  Person. 

★ ★ ★ 

The  Vets  Club  is  assured  of 
White  House  support  when  the 
Senate  bill  for  increased  G.I. 
benefits  comes  up  next  week. 
Also,  it  is  understood  that  all 
reserve  units  as  well  as  the 
National  Guard  will  soon  be 
called  to  full  mobilization  to 
counter  the  Russian  attack  on 
Olafsvik,  Iceland,  yesterday . 

★ ★ ★ 

Professor  Fague  Springmann,  Chapel 
Choir  advisor,  is  being  mentioned  at 
Constitutional  Hall  as  a possible 
addition  to  the  staff  of  the  Washing- 
ton National  Symphony.  Prof. 
Springmann  is  understood  to  have 
captured  world  acclaim  with  the 
famed  rendition  of  “How  Dry  I Am” 
on  the  Chapel  chimes  last  fall. 

★ ★ ★ 

Jon  Dumboy,  SAG  veep,  is  re- 
ported to  be  shy  several  credits 
for  graduation.  If  necessary, 
Jon  may  decide  to  stay  around 
for  one  more  year  and  run 
against  Jerry  Hartigan  for  SAG 
pres.  His  intention  is  to  win  by 
any  means. 

★ ★ ★ 

Flashback  has  let  the  Federal 
Reserve  Board  know  that  he  feels 
that  the  “tight  money”  policy  has 
gone  far  enough  and  that  any  greater 
effort  to  curb  the  boom  will  not  be 
viewed  with  favor  by  the  Grill. 
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Latest  Indicators  of  Business  Activity 


Genial,  beloved  Sal  Flashback, 
owner,  operator,  genial  host  and  toast- 
master of  the  once  fashionable  APATHY 
GRILL,  located  high  atop  the  bus  plat- 
form overlooking  Route  1 in  downtown 
College  Park,  was  worried  this  week. 

"I'm  worried  this  week."  Said  owner 
Sal,  “If  this  keeps  up.  I’ll  have  to  move 
to  Chapel  Hill!  ” 

The  genial  restaurantuer  was  talking 
about  business,  his  business.  And  the 
fact  that  it  has  been  nobody’s  business 
to  keep  him  in  it,  lately. 

“By  Curly  Byrde,”  said  genial  Sal,  “I 
can’t  figure  it  out.  The  lemonade  and 
milkshakes  are  the  same  as  always.  But 
business  is  falling  off.  Why,  back  in  the 
old  days  a Friday  didn’t  go  by  but  what 
we  had  to  send  out  at  least  three  times 
for  more  chocolate  syrup.” 

The  beloved  old  raeontuer  looked  tired 
when  U.  M.  Snooze  and  Hurled  Retort 
sought  him  out  in  the  musty,  rambling 
old  army  surplus  blimp  hangar  that  is 
the  back  room  as  Sal’s.  He  sits  nowadays 
at  the  table  traditionally  reserved  for 
leaders  and  chiefs  and  listens  to  Guy 
Lombardo  records  on  the  nickelodian. 

"These  campus  crowds  are  fickle," 
he  revealed,  “They  used  to  come  and  go 
in  cycles  . . . but  now  they  all  got  motor 
cars  and  go  out  Route  1 to  them  high 
class  places  where  they  sweep  the  floors 
and  give  matches  in  the  cigarette 
machines.” 

The  colorful  old  toastmaster  continued, 
“Bv  Jim  Tatume,  they  got  treated  right 
here  too.  When  the  other  places  jacked 
their  cherry  flips  and  coconut  phosphates 


up  a nickel  ours  only  went  up  four  cents 
— three  for  a quarter  which  was  good  if 
thev  had  parties.” 

Old  Sal  intimated  further,  “We  had  to 
cut  costs  to  the  bone.  Bv  Geary  Erpley, 
I'd  have  gone  under  weeks  ago  if  I hadn’t 
cut  down  on  the  overhead;  things  like 
heat,  fresh  bisquits,  salt,  sugar,  pepper, 
steak  sauce,  steak,  forks,  lights,  fresh 
table  linen  and  the  long  stemmed  Ameri- 
can Beauty  roses  that  used  to  be  tradi- 
tional at  each  of  the  tables.” 

Last  week  old  Sal  Flashback  engaged 
the  services  of  Albion  O’Khroon,  a pro- 
fessional accounts  juggler  from  a nearby 
agriculture  and  Militarv  school.  O’Khroon 
undertook  to  analyze  the  business  slump 
at  Sal’s  that  might  well  be  reflected  in 
sales  reaction  at  other  well  known  busi- 
ness houses  in  and  around  downtown 
College  Park. 

This  week  analyst  O'Khroon  had 

some  answers.  He  blames  the  bleak  out- 
look at  the  APATHY  GRILL  on  a shift 
in  business  trends  due  largely  to  a shift 
in  the  wind.  “It’s  that  stench  of  leftover 
bacon  fat  blowing  in  from  the  kitchen 
that’s  doing  it,”  said  O’Khroon.  He 
pointed  to  the  ill-advised  positioning  of 
exhaust  fans  at  the  College  Park  self- 
service  laundrv  next  to  Sal’s  colorful  old 
establishment. 

The  fans  blow  through  the  grease- 
paper  window  panes  in  the  kitchen  lean- 
to,  through  the  doorway  into  the  musty, 
rambling  old  army  surplus  blimp  hangar 
that  is  the  back  room  at  Sal’s. 

Last  night  the  laundrv  next  to  the 
traditional  old  GRILL  was  dvnamited  by 


unknown  persons.  The  smells  have  gone 
and  gentle  old  Sal  Flashback  is  setting 
about  nowadays  to  reclaim  his  lost 
clientelle. 

Slot  machines,  penny  peep  shows,  a 
player  piano  and  nickel  pay  toilets  are 
among  the  innovations  planned  by  the 
genial  old  restaurantuer. 

Optomistic  once  again,  Sal  Flashback 
sees  renewed  volume  in  business.  “If  we 
start  selling  those  tranquilizers  and  can 
get  enough  of  the  kids  hooked  on  ’em, 
we  got  it  made.” 

Working  on  the  recommendations 
made  by  O’Khroon,  maestro  Sal  has 
revamped  his  system  of  bookkeeping. 
Instead  of  the  customary  profit  and  loss, 
cerdit  and  debit  svstem  as  outlined  in 
undergraduate  courses  of  study,  as  for 
instance,  at  the  nearby  agriculture  and 
military  school,  the  old  raeontuer  is  de- 
vising a system  whereby  profit  is  the  only 
accountable  item. 

Bookkeepers  are  blinded  after  each 
month  which  assures  the  canny  old  res- 
taurantuer of  keeping  the  details  of  his 
methods  secret.  Un worried  over  limited 
applications  because  of  his  blindness 
policy,  Sal  says,  “I  get  guys  from  over 
at  the  nearby  agriculture  and  militarv 
college  coming  in  here  all  the  time.  Thev 
are  eager  for  an}-  sort  of  work  after  grad- 
uation regardless  of  the  future  involved.” 

Sal’s  business  practices  may  or  may 
not  be  trend  setting.  They  have  made 
the  old  toastmaster  a pot  full  of  money 
in  the  past  and  mav  very  well  do  so  in 
the  future.  UMS&HR  saiutes.  Sal  Flash- 
back. 
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Even  now,  with  1957  still  young,  this  much  seems  clear: 

You  naughty  fraternity  boys  haven't  stopped  imbibing  yet,  now  have  you? 
And  Homer  has  been  so  nice  and  gentle  and  friendly,  too,  trying  to  lead  you 
down  the  road  of  manhood  and  character  and  sobriety.  And  that  loving 
Professor,  Russell  B.  Alien,  that  charming,  pudgy  little  fellow,  his 
commanding  presence  oozing  with  wisdom,  has  tried  oh  so  hard  to  help  you 
chaps.  But  you  will  listen,  will  you? 

You  know  that  terrible  old  alcohol  can  turn  your  liver  to  stone  ; can 
dull  your  brain  into  submission;  can  depress  you  into  a state  of  apathy  and 
lethargy.  And  yet  you  hurry  to  that  terrible  Town  Hall  every  evening. 
Disgusting. 

You  independents  need  not  sit  back  and  laugh,  either.  Why  some  of  your 
dorm  rooms  have  enough  grog  in  them  to  power  a rocket  to  the  moon.  Russell, 
along  with  his  kindly  committee,  is  going  to  put  his  foot  down.  You  fellows 
caught  having  wild,  unbridled  drinking  sex  orgies  in  your  game  rooms  will  be 
severely  scolded.  As  a matter  of  fact  and  this  comes  straight  from  the 
horse's  mouth,  some  of  you  may  even  get  sent  home  to  your  mother  with 
a note. 


Imagine  facing  your  classmates  and  instructors  after  this  humiliation. 
Certainly  you  can  now  see  it  isn't  worth  it.  So  clean  up  your  house,  boys. 
Get  those  nasty  bottles  and  cans  out  of  your  closets.  Show  Homer  you're  men 

and  know  how  to  grow  up.  But  for  goodness  sake,  don't  drink  now  --  take 

dope  now , take  poison  now,  take  gas  now,  but  don't  drink! 

The  future  promises  to  have  a few  surprises  in  store  for  you  lovely 

coeds  too.  Now  you  know  you  girls  have  been  carousing  around  too  much.  Why 

do  you  do  it?  You  come  to  college  to  study,  study,  study,  and  learn,  learn; 
but  instead  you  party,  party,  party.  Your  house  mothers  and  dorm  mothers 
are  warm,  lovable  people,  and  anything  they  do  is  for  your  own  good.  Those 
weekend  campuses  for  a one-minute  lateness  now  help  you  to  become  stronger, 
more  tolerant  persons.  Your  house  mothers  love  you  now , that's  why  they 
turn  you  in.  And  this  business  of  late  leaves.  Ridiculous.  Who  in  the 
world  needs  a 12:45?  Abolish  them  and  make  wiser,  more  alert  women  for  a 
stronger  nation.  Another  thing.  Stop  that  demoralizing  kissing  on  the 
steps  of  the  dorms  and  sorority  houses.  It's  unwholesome.  Other 
universities  have  abolished  it.  Let's  do  the  same.  This  university  has  one 
prime  purpose  — to  educate.  Better  yet,  stop  kissing  altogether. 
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OF  THE  WEEK 


» NEW  JUNIOR  BIRDMAN.  An  officer 
out  of  the  old  German  General  Staff  may 
soon  be  commanding  troops  he  was 
pledged  to  destroy.  That’s  the  sense  of  a 
recent  announcement  by  the  U.  of  Md. 
AFROTC  Department  that  a 39-year-old 


Lieut.  Gen.  Hans  Christian  Anderson  will 
shortly  be  made  commander  in  chief  of 
the  air  forces  in  College  Park,  Maryland. 

General  Anderson  has  been  a soldier 
almost  all  of  his  adult  life.  He  enlisted  in 
the  German  Army  at  the  age  of  6/2  and 


fought  on  the  Western  Front  in  Work 
War  I.  In  the  years  between  wars  he  ros( 
steadily  in  the  Army  until  he  became  the 
chauffeur  of  the  commander-in-chief  of 
the  Chesapeake  Oyster  Fleet. 

In  World  War  II,  he  served  with  dis- 
tinction on  both  the  Western  and  the 
Left  Bank  Fronts  and  was  Field  Marshall 
Erwin  Rommel’s  chief  food  taster.  Later 
that  year  he  was  implicated  in  the  Deep 
Freeze-Mink  Coat  Plot  on  Queen  For  A 
Day,  and  arrested  by  the  Gestapo. 

In  his  long  military  career.  General 
Anderson  found  time  to  become  a pilot. 
As  commander  of  the  Chesapeake  Oyster 
Fleet  — whose  numbers  will  probably 
shrink  in  May,  June,  July  and  August — ■ 
the  General  may  find  as  much  use  for 
aviation  as  for  his  long  experience  as  a 
food  taster. 


» IFC  GOES  INDEPENDENT.  As  the  time 

approaches  when  they  will  be  completely 
independent  of  U.  of  MD.  administration, 
the  IFC  is  getting  worried.  Their  eight- 
year  shooting  war  against  Student  Life 
guerillas  shows  no  signs  of  ending.  Puri- 
tan infiltration  of  fraternity  socials  is 
said  to  be  increasing.  What  IFC  needs, 
according  to  Prince  Phil  Fuzz  is  money. 

Maryland-educated  Prince  Phil  Fuzz, 
39,  has  been  an  important  political  figure 
in  College  Park  since  April  15,  1957. 
Now  Chief  of  IFC,  he  was  one  of  the  j 
engineers  of  the  Sigma  Chi-ATO  alli- 
ance which  immediately  fell  apart.  He 
was  one  of  the  principals  who  urged  Dr. 
Hellkins  to  construct  a drive-in  theatre 
on  Parking  Lot  B.  More  recently,  he  was  , 
chief  negotiator  of  a grant  from  Calvert 
Distillery  for  chemical  students  majoring  ; 
in  English. 

It  was  on  his  return  to  College  Park  1 
from  that  mission  that  Prince  Phil  Fuzz 
said:  "We  regard  the  situation  of  the  1 
Maryland  fraternity  as  part  of  interna-  j 
tional  good-will  and  brotherhood,  and  it 
is  not  fair  for  the  IFC  to  shoulder  the 
burden  alone.” 

Observers  believe  he  was  eyeing  gradu- 
ation when  he  said  it. 


>»  DEMOCRAT  IN  POWER.  It  was  clear 
to  White  House  observers  last  week  that 
Adlai  E.  Stevenson’s  coup  d’etat  went  off 
in  a grand  way  and  he’ll  be  sworn  in 
day-af  ter-tomorrow. 


Lincoln  (Rep.),  of  Illinois,  in 
1847. 

A professor  since  he  was  12 
— it  took  a special  act  of  the 
Maryland  legislature  to  permit 
him  to  drink  in  public  before  he 
was  21  — the  professor  got  his 
start  in  academic  life  as  a kin- 
dergarten teacher  at  the  state 
pen  from  1901  to  1910.  This 
may  have  been  the  start  of  his 
interest  in  laundry  as  well  as 
Shakespeare. 

Describing  himself  as  "I’m  as 
dry  as  a Martini  without  Ver- 
mouth,” led  many  College  Park 
observers  to  say  that  Professor 
Z.  Veld  will  continue  to  tackle 
the  football  - laundry  - Calvert 
Hall  scandals  with  firmness, 
fairness,  and  a quizness  every 
Wednesday. 

(Play  by  play  of  athletes  and 
Faculty  Senate  Committee  dif- 
ferences, page  793.) 


» QUESTION-POSER.  Thirty- 
three  varsity  football  players 
out  of  the  33  summoned  to  tes- 
tify refused  to  answer  questions 
put  to  them  by  Dr.  W.  Cordon 
Z.  Veld,  of  the  English  Depart- 
ment, and  other  members  of  his 
Permanent  Subcommittee  on  In- 
vestigations of  Laundry  Ex- 
penditures. When  that  hap- 
pened, the  next  move  was  up  to 
the  Faculty  Senate. 

Faculty  leaders  conferred 
quickly,  started  planning  for  a 
special  committee  with  broad 
powers  to  investigate  accusa- 
tions of  wet-wash  racketeering, 
and  corruption  in  the  basement 
of  Calvert  Hall.  Dr.  Z.  Veld  was 
the  first  choice  as  chairman. 

The  139-year-old  professor 
from  Mandalay,  Burma  saw 
service  during  the  Civil  War. 
He  became  well  known  to 
Americans  during  the  dispute 
between  Army  officials  and  A. 
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» » Supreme  Court  declares  University  of  Maryland's  new  constitution 
unconstitutional  and  suggests  the  following  stipulations: 

1.  Bikini  bathing  suits  may  be  worn  in  Spring  semester  only. 

2.  Only  one  telephone  per  room  is  allowed  in  the  mens'  dormitories. 

3.  Girls  are  not  allowed  out  after  4:45  A.M.  unless  over  12  years 
of  age. 

» » New  Greek  Week  event:  GA  Line  ...  we  predict  the  winner  of  Greek 
Week  will  be  I Phelta  Theta. 

» » From  Afganistania  comes  the  remark  of  a visitor  to  a College  Park 
Indian  party:  "Holy  Cow!  ..." 

» » Another  momentous  stride  is  taken  toward  womens'  equality  — Tau  Haw 
Rho,  Town  Hall  fraternity,  is  forming  a Ladies  Auxiliary. 

» » Place  your  bets  now!  Twins?  Triplets?  Quintuplets??  Send  all  bets 
to  Mrs.  Loretta  Largall,  head  of  the  Inter-Maternity  Council. 

» >»  That  sophisticated  group  of  co-eds.  Mortal  Bored,  is  initiating  an 
honorary  member,  Manuel  Flashback,  in  recognition  of  his  outstanding 
activities  on  the  College  Park  campus. 

» » What  student  editor  called  AOPie  at  Maryland  and  asked  for  Patty 
Gentlelamb?  When  learning  of  her  absence  this  slothful  genius  replied, 

"This  is  general  services  — we're  having  trouble  with  our  generators  down 
here,  and  we're  wondering  if  you'd  send  Miss  Gentlelamb  down  as  soon  as 
possible."  Miss  Gentlelamb  recently  received  raves  in  the  Daily  Mar, 
the  metropolitan  newspaper  that  runs  stories  on  pleasant  "dynamoes." 

» » Since  College  Park  has  de-emphasized  football,  a new  sport  is  expected 
to  come  to  the  fore:  Bizz  Buzz. 

» » Dapper  young  student,  Dimiviti  Crewshave,  had  a nervous  breakdown  after 
being  blackballed  by  ZEX  for  not  washing  properly.  "Ah,  heifer  dust," 
he  said. 

» » London  delegate  to  the  United  Nations  is  confused  by  US  internal 
politics.  His  most  recent  statement  is:  "Blimey,  who  in  the  devil  is 
Burt  Sweets?" 

» » A report  has  just  reached  College  Park  from  its  delegates  to  the 
Moscow  Youth  Festival:  "This  place  is  wonderful!  We  are  having  a fabulous 
time!  Getting  some  terrific  ideas  to  bring  back  to  U of  M!...By  the  way  — 
How  do  we  get  to  Moscow  from  Paris?" 

» » The  "big,  hairy-chested  men"  are  now  practicing  a few  Tarzan  yells  for 
the  Inter-Jungle  Sing,  while  a certain  "widowed"  lion  cowers  for  its  life. 

» » The  Kay-dee's  and  the  I Phelta  Theta's  are  merging  to  form  a co-ed 
bridge  club  called  Tappa  Kegga  Day. 

Because  of  the  great  friendship  between  the  AESigh's  and  the  Phi  Piggy 
Bankies,  they,  too,  are  merging. 

The  Deak's  refuse  to  follow  suit,  however  and  are  still  only 
submerging. 
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HELLKINS:  SLOTH  SHOULD  TELL 
WHAT  REALLY  GOES  ON  AT  "DBK” 
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Life  at  Diamondback  took  a happy  turn 
when  Diamondback  Editor  Dickie  Sloth  told  his 
story  to  a group  of  metropolitan  reporters. 
The  followers  of  the  "King"  are  interested  in 
the  behind  the  scenes  frolic  of  a student 
newspaper. 


Helped  by  his  biggest  stalwart,  Miss 
Woopsie,  and  a courageous,  persistent  crew, 
Sloth  relates  his  story  in  his  typical,  innocuous 
fashion.  Sloth  also  tells  us  of  his  newest  edi- 
torial campaign  — his  big  one  in  a really  big 
year. 


At  College  Park 

Willful  Hellkins  announced  today  that  the  Diamondback 
has  been  selected  bv  the  Amalgamated  Cottonpickers  Pro- 
tectorate as  the  “Smear  of  the  Year.” 

News  of  the  award  reached  West  Virginia  Diamondback 
Editor  Dickie  Sloth  as  he  was  polishing  the  door  knob  to 
his  inconspicious  garret-like  headquarters  in  the  “new”  (not 
worn,  not  hackneyed)  the  “new”  (not  trite — not  old-fash- 
ioned) the  “new”  (not  ancient  nor  overused)  the  “new” 
Journalism  Building. 

Sloth  was  so  overwhelmed  he  couldn’t  even  call  his  Chief 
Photographer?????  Crud  Andrews  to  take  his  picture.  How- 
ever his  girl  Friday — his  own  little  rock  of  Building  G,  Clare 
Woopsie  humbly  asked  the  “Chief”  for  permission  to  call 
Crud  and  delicatelv  waddled  over  to  the  phone  and  made 
the  call. 

Sloth  then  placed  his  calloused  hard-working  hand  over 
his  courageous  overworked  heart  and  sobbed — “It’s  been  a 
hard — 97  V2  editions — two  more  than  mv  great  friend,  great 
writer — I love  him  madly,  Boger  Keats  put  out  last  year.” 

The  hard-driving  well-written  editorial  campaigns  of  the 
Diamondback  are  generallv  thought  to  be  the  reason  for 
the  selection  of  this  paper  for  this  exclusive  honor. 

Sloth  modestly  rebuffs  all  congratulations  with,  “It’s  not 
me — I don’t  deserve  any  credit — pardon  me  while  I put 
on  my  shoes — as  I was  talkin’ — it’s  my  poor  overworked — 
undernourished  (except  Miss  Woopsie)  staff  that  deserves 
all  the  credit.  Those  loyal  opportunists  that  didn’t  “quit 
under  fire.”  They’re  the  real  heroes — thev’re  the  real  “Men 
Behind  the  Diamondback.” 

When  asked  about  his  latest  editorial  campaign  Sloth 
looked  grim  and  immediately  the  furrows  under  his  brow, 
that  Irish  Terrier  cut  of  his  jaw — seemed  to  take  on  new 
shape — it  was  more  than  any  woman  could  take — thev 
swooned  and  left  Sloth’s  humble  garret-like  office — the  men 
stayed,  drank  cokes  in  the  brand  new  modern  Journalism 
Building  — and  listened  to  Terpland’s  great  emancipator 
speak. 

“Last  week  I visited  the  Dining  Hall.  After  Lapbin 
greeted  me  he  got  up  and  took  me  on  a tour  of  inspection 
— the  steaks  we  ate  were  fine — but  just  as  I was  ready  to 
put  on  my  shoes  and  leave — I noticed  something. 


<■'- 

L 1 


“Lapbin  had  deliberately  steered  me  away  from  the  serv-  f ) 
ing  line — just  like  any  other  crusading  Editor  I went  back 
and  checked — I was  horrified — Lapbin  had  actuallv  dared 
to  disburse  the  milk  containers  (three  to  each  student) 
without  straws!!! 

“I  put  on  my  shoes  and  left  immediately — I wanted  to 
get  away  from  the  stench  of  corruption  that  permeated  even 
the  most  remote  corners  of  the  Dining  Hall. 

“I  went  to  my  room  where  the  stench  was  even  worse. 
(Mv  roommate  hasn’t  cleaned  it  since  the  beginning  of  the 
semester.)  I laved  down  on  my  bed  and  sobbed  violenth  — 
my  big  toe  started  quivering — I knew  it  was  time  for  an 
editorial  — took  out  my  Harbrace  Handbook  and  started 
writing.”  (NB  He  took  out  his  Harbrace  Handbook  — he 
didn’t  read  it — just  took  it  out!!!) 


DICKIE  SLOTH 


. . . after  a rough  year 
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After  Sloth  finished  the  editorial  he  went  up  to  the  office 
— paid  the  staff  his  daily  visit.  Sloth  firmly  believes  in  main- 
taining good  relations  between  his  “stick-under-fire  staff 
and  himself,  and  makes  it  a practice  of  speaking  to  them 
at  least  once  a day. 

His  overworked  heart  warmed  to  the  scene  that  was  tak- 
ing place  as  he  entered  the  newsroom.  His  little  overworked 
staff  was  having  its  hourly  frolic.  Five  minutes  ago  Sonny 
Tvler,  Managing  Editor  of  the  Wednesday  Diamondback, 
had  placed  a sixteen-inch  tack  on  Miss  Woopsie’s  chair. 
Clare  sat  down  moments  later  and  now  suddenly  she  arose 
with  a big  “Whoop”  and  began  deriding  Sonny  in  a most 
un-Woopsie  like  manner. 

Sonny  was  skipping  from  desk-to-desk  clapping  his  hands 
and  laughing  loudly.  Sloth  spoke:  “Children — Children — 
both  Editors  turned  and  answered:  “Hi  Boss,”  said  Sonny — 
“Hello  Chief”  said  Clare.  Isn’t  that  enough  frolicing  for 
today???  “Oh  boss,”  pleaded  Sonny' — “can’t  I just  make  one 
more  phone  call  — you  made  the  last  one.  “No  replied 
Sloth  firmly — “we’ve  bothered  the  Chief  enough  for  one 
year — let’s  get  to  work!!!” 

The  Staff  started  working  away  — Sonny  went  to  get 
Cokes — Clare  went  to  get  the  basin  (the  Chief’s  feet  were 
dirty).  Dinah  VaVoom,  Tuesday’s  Managing  Editor  walked 
in  the  newsroom. 

Earlv  in  the  semester  Dinah  had  made  the  dastardly 
mistake  of  changing  one  of  the  Chief’s  Editorials — however 
the  Chief  in  his  overworked  benevolence  forgave  her — and 
now  he  purred  a greeting  across  the  crowded  newsroom — 
“Hi  Sweetie!”  “Hi  crum”  answered  sweet  Dinah  analytic- 
allv  analyzing  jack  Hero’s  column  on  the  Tuesday  Sports 
page. 

Then  things  started  popping.  Sloth  began  writing  his  edi- 
torial. Clare  together  with  Carol  Apples  began  making  up 
the  feature  page  (which  Dinah  would  correct  at  the  print- 
ers) and  Sonny  Tvler  started  to  write  another  letter. 

Kate  Waiter  appeared  later  with  the  News  Editor  Carol 
\\  fowee  and  all  were  present  when  Sloth  was  ready  to  read 
his  editorial  to  the  congregation  for  their  approval — (no 
one  ever  disapproved;  that  was  left  for  the  Editorial  Board! ) . 

Sloth  began?  “Bread  is  the  staff  of  life — and  vou  and  I, 
— we — almost  everybody  needs  milk  to  wash  it  down.” 

“I,  we  Everybody  knows  that  milk  comes  from  straws — 
and  to  drink  milk  outa  containers  straws  is  a real  pressin 
need. 

“Today  at  Dinner  I discovered  much  to  my  chagrin  no 
straws  for  the  milk  with  which  to  put  in  the  containers. 
Whaddva  say'  Mr.  President  do  we  get  straws  or  don’t  we!! 

“As  you  well  know,  Mr.  President,  Bread  is  the  Staff  of 
Life,  and  we  need  milk  to  wash  it  down — and  as  I we  and 
everybody  knows  milk  comes  from  straws!” 

Sloth  finished — there  wasn’t  a dry  eve  in  the  house — 
Sonny'  Tvler  had  squirted  them  with  his  water  gun.  Sloth’s 
big  toe  started  wiggling — he  knew  he  had  done  it  again. 
Another  great  editorial  — that  would  start  them  scurrying 
up  on  the  hill! 

Sloth’s  head  dropped  to  his  knees  from  exhaustion — he 
had  worked  hard  putting  out  another  of  his  97  editions, 
two  more  than  his — well  we  won’t  go  into  that  again!! 

He  put  on  his  shoes  and  dialed  361- — he  and  his  slobby 
roommate  went  to  dinner.  The  day'  wasn’t  over  vet  however, 
for  when  he  returned  to  Montgomery  E he  would  have  to 
clean  the  room — his  roommate  hadn’t  cleaned  it  vet  this 
year  — and  Sloth,  the  hardworking  courageous,  two-fisted, 
double-knuckled,  compassionate,  kindlv,  lovable  Editor 
figured  somebody  better  do  it  before  the  end  of  the 
semester. 


STUDENT  SUPPLY 
STORE 


SCHOOL  SUPPLIES  • RECORDS 
JEWELRY  • SPORTS  WEAR 
GIFTS  • STATIONERY  • BOOKS 
ART  AND  DRAFTING  SUPPLIES 


You  doh'-f-  have  -fo  go  -fo  college,  lo  know  ikol  offer 
eoh'ng,  drinking  and  smoking,  -fhe  beef 
breofh  fresheners,  of  oil  ore. 
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with  EXPERT  ON  ANYTHING. 
Dr.  Willful  H.  Hellkins 


THE  CHIEF  GETS  TALLER  AND  TALLER 


1 


Where  are  we  going?  What  are  we  doing? 


Will  Wilfull  buy  elevator  shoes?  Was  Jim 
Tatume  really  buried  in  the  mud  on  the  Mall? 
For  the  answers  to  these  and  other  important 


questions  "U.  M.  Snooze  & Hurled  Retort" 
invited  to  its  Blue  Room  Dr.  Willful  Hellkins, 
Chief. 


Q How  do  you  like  the  University,  Dr.  Hellkins? 

A |ust  call  me  Tex,  Ma’am!  I just  want  to  be  friends  with 
all  my  students.  I want  to  feel  close  to  them.  Why,  only  the 
other  day,  I was  picking  up  on  a Man’s  cigarette  in  the  base- 
ment of  Francis  Scott  Key  hall  at  class  change  and  I said 
to  myself,  I said,  “Tex,  this  is  the  way  to  feel  close  to  the 
students.”  Then  someone  stepped  on  my  hand  and  I said, 
“Tex,  to  hell  with  the  students,  run  for  your  life.” 

Q What  do  you  think  of  football? 

A Why,  Ma’am,  I love  football.  I’m  an  eight  letter  man 
myself — got  them  all  sewed  on  my  “property”  shirt.  Back 
in  ’08  when  I was  quarterbacking  my  team  — things  were 
tough  then — “Homer,”  I said  to  myself,  I said,  “Homer,  this 
is  the  greatest.”  But  then  someone  stepped  on  my  foot  and 
I said,  “To  hell  with  football.  I’ll  fall  by  The  Rhodes  Room 
and  pick  up  on  a ‘Scholarship  Special.’  ” (They  were  39c  and 
all  the  pretzels  you  could  eat  in  those  days.) 

Q Did  you  really  fire  Jim  Tatume? 

A Well,  put  it  this  way,  Ma’am.  It  was  either  him  or  me. 
This  town  was  too  small  for  both  of  us.  His  crowd  was 
putting  the  squeeze  on  the  crew  I was  shaking  down. 
We  met  in  the  gulch  for  a spell-down  and  I faked  him  out 
on  antidisestablishmentarianism.  He  skipped  the  country, 
caught  a cattle  car  South,  and  the  ACC  hasn’t  heard  from 
him  since. 

Q Are  you  trying  to  raise  the  academic  standards 
of  the  University? 

A Goodness  gracious,  Ma’am.  I may  be  great,  but  I’m  not 
God.  I figure  with  what  we’ve  got  to  work  with,  the  best  I 
can  do  is  show  the  facultv  how  to  make  their  mark  in  the 
back  of  their  checks.  My  philosophy  is  “take  it  slow,  Ma’am, 
and  they’ll  never  know  what  you’re  doing.” 


Q Do  you  feel  the  Dining  Hall  service  is  adequate? 

A bike  I said.  Ma’am,  they  all  gripe  about  food.  It’s  part  of 
college.  Why,  when  I was  in  Texas,  my  buddies  and  me  had 
steak  from  our  Texas  steers  at  the  training  table  every  night 
and  we  still  complained.  It’s  part  of  college,  Ma’am,  part  of 
college. 

Q Do  you  feel  the  convocation  was  a success? 

A I am  unendingly  appreciative  and  feel  deeply  humilia- 
ah,  humble,  that  3000  of  my  beloved  students  saw  fit  to  jam 
the  Armory  (seating  capacity,  1500)  in  order  to  hear  the 
concise,  coherent  elucidation  of  University  policy  which  I 
offered  to  them — for  better  or  worse,  so  to  speak.  By  gum, 
the  Pershiug  Rifles  really  kept  them  in  line,  didn’t  they, 
Ma’am. 

Q Why  do  you  hate  fraternities? 

A Why,  Ma’am,  that’s  unkind.  I’m  a fraternity  man  myself. 
Many’s  the  night  I’ve  dropped  down  to  the  Enigma  Poo  house 
and  had  a few  with  the  boys.  Why  only  last  night  Brother 
Sloth  was  telling  me  about  this  neat  broad  that  fell  bv  the 
TH  after  the  Student  Vice  meeting.  Man,  does  she  put  . . . 
well  you  wouldn’t  be  interested. 

Q When  will  the  new  library  be  completed? 

A Library? 

Q Will  Phi  Beta  Kappa  ever  come  to  Maryland? 

A Why,  Ma’am,  I’m  a Phi  Beta  man  myself  I said  to  the 
brothers,  I said,  the  trouble  with  Maryland  is,  everyone  knows 
the  president  has  too  much  authority.  Let  me  in  and  I’ll  fix 
it  up.  Well,  they  did,  and  you  can  see  the  results  for  yourself, 
Ma’am.  Now  no  one  knows  . . .” 

Q Do  you  feel  you’ve  accomplished  something  here? 


be  a great  man. 
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News  YOU  Can  Confuse 

IN  YOUR  PERSONAL  PLANNING 


24th  and  42nd  Street  Noreast 
Warshington,  D.  C. 


CANCER  AND  BEER  CANS.  The  cost  of  used  beer  cans  went  up  sharply  this 
week  with  another  rise  expected  to  follow.  The  prices  zoomed  in  the  market 
when  it  was  discovered  that  an  East  coast  University  now  has  a controlling 
grasp  in  the  empty  beer  can  business.  Dr.  Willfull  Hellkins,  spokesman  for 
this  cartel  said  in  an  interview  that,  "If  we  monopolize  all  the  used  beer 
cans  in  the  country,  nobody  will  have  any  place  to  put  their  cigarette 
butts."  This  action  as  seen  through  the  eyes  of  many  will  almost  wipe  out 
lung  cancer  in  America  but  will  unfortunately  deprive  the  peasants  of  their 
favorite  bubbly  beverage.  It  seems  the  peasants  (mostly  university 
professors  and  deans)  will  have  to  suffer. 

IRONCLAD  FASHIONS.  The  Home  Economics  Department  at  the  University  of 
Maryland  has  recently  developed  a new  line  of  metalized  undergarments. 

New  styles  at  this  university  center  around  welded  and  riveted  slips,  long- 
johns,  and  other  assorted  pieces.  These  innovations  will  provide  warmth 
as  well  as  year-round  protection.  The  more  expensive  items  will  now  be 
made  from  the  best  of  hardened  stainless  steel,  while  some  will  be  merely 
cast  and  fabricated  iron.  The  government  has  been  receiving  many  patents 
on  the  new  styles.  Some  of  the  inventions  have  been  daring  accessories 
such  as  fake  padlocks,  engraved  names,  and  humorous  designs. 

RISE  IN  COLLEGE  COSTS.  Trends  indicate  an  extreme  rise  in  costs  for 
college  students  throughout  the  country.  Average  tuition  boosts  will  be 
in  the  order  of  $14,000  per  student.  Alcohol  taxes  in  Student  Union 
Buildings  will  go  up  about  $1.03  a bottle  or  about  $230.00  per  month  per 
student.  Pinball  machines  will  only  pay  off  on  every  1400th  nickel,  and 
parking  tickets  will  now  be  $100  per  offense. 

The  road  situation?  You  know  better  than  to  ask  a question  like 
that.  Roads  are  "incidental."  Roads  and  parking  lots  do  not  belong 
at  universities,  simply  due  to  the  fact  that  automobiles  do  not 
belong.  And  from  a highly-informed  source  we've  heard  that  all  roads  and 
parking  lots  are  being  allowed  to  deteriorate  in  order  to  discourage 
driving.  George  "Not  So"  Clever,  that  busy,  enterprising,  multi-telephoned 
chap,  plans  to  have  his  convicts  landscape  all  roads  into  great,  wide 
sidewalks.  What  does  it  mean?  Fewer  hot  rods  on  campus  --  a decrease  in 
the  kissing  rate  — an  increase  in  the  student-instructor  relationship. 
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PARKED  SHIFTS  AND  SLIPPED  GEARS: 
MORE  TROUBLE  FOR  VICEMAN 


jarrog 


Jalopie  tribesmen  in  the  mountains  of  the 
battletorn  College  Park  area  are  warming  up 
their  old  attacks  on  the  UM  Police  Forces. 

This  is  a war  most  people  never  heard  of 
outside  of  the  College  Park  region.  But  it  is 
deadly  serious  to  the  UM  outposts  and  to  the 


Jalopian  defenders  on  the  other  side. 

To  get  a close-up  of  the  battle  zone,  "UM 
Snooze  and  Hurled  Retort"  sent  Field  Corre- 
spondent Leonard  Hall  to  the  front  lines.  The 
following  is  his  cabled  dispatch: 


Our  G 


At  the  Parkinglot  Border 

This  is  the  front.  Through  a barrage  of 
battle  fire  on  this  Far-Eastern  border,  we 
sense  a feeling  of  desperation  and  futility 
on  the  part  of  the  Jalopian  tribesmen  as 
they  fight  a hopeless  war  to  defend  their 
alleged  historical  right  to  encamp  upon 
the  strategic  Parking  lot  areas.  What 
hope  have  they — they  with  their  dining- 
hall  mashed  potatoes,  bows  and  arrows, 
Deli  submarines,  Carry-Out  automatic 
hamburgers,  and  the  rest  of  their  tradi- 
tional native  weapons  — against  the 
organized  forces  of  the  UM  police 
troops? 

From  a little  UM  outpost  on  the 
rounded  roof  of  the  Student  Activities 
Fortress,  you  can  look  into  the  rutted 
and  gullied  mountainous  territory  of  the 
Jalopians. 

Parking  lot  B — and  see  Jalopian 
troops  huddled  behind  their  small  native 
huts,  called  Shacks,  which  are  placed  in 


Seer  of 


long  straggling  rows  for  fornication  pur- 
poses. Now  they  are  shooting  flamming 
Deans  Slips  up  at  us.  A few  of  these 
primitive  weapons  manage  to  reach  the 
roof,  but  are  efficiently  put  out  bv  the 
anti  - conflagration  - reddi  - whip 
extinguishers. 

A sandbagged  wall  manned  bv  UM 
riflemen  has  been  placed  on  all  sides  of 
Parkinglot  B.  Any  Jalopie  attempting  to 
break  out  of  this  area  is  promptly  de- 
molished by  our  deadly  Zapp  tanks. 

Natty  UM  Uniforms.  The  extreme 
contrast  between  the  efficiency  of  the 
UM  forces  and  the  disorganization  of  the 
destitute  Jalopians  is  best  shown  by  their 
uniforms.  The  UM  soldiers  appear  im- 
maculately attired  in  sportive  khaki  uni- 
forms, with  bright  shinv  buttons,  regu- 
lation ties,  hats,  and  boots,  and  pistol 
holsters  swung  at  a jaunty  angle  over 
their  hips.  These  are  the  expensive  uni- 


forms designed  for  them  by  their  power 
ful  backers  to  instill  pride  in  their  organi 
zation  and  a sense  of  power.  We  are 
proud  to  note  that  a definite  esprit  de 
corps  reigns  among  our  UM  troops. 

The  Jalopian  soldiers,  on  the  other 
hand,  present  the  extreme  in  contrast. 
We  could  not  help  but  laugh  at  their  piti- 
ful appearance  if  this  were  not  such  a 
serious  matter  of  contention.  They  fight 
in  varied  outfits,  from  motley  jeans  and 
sweatshirts  to  ivy  league  suits,  the  latter 
often  carrying  harmless  looking  brief 
cases  containing  small  artilerv. 

If  one  outfit  could  be  said  to  be  their 
regulation  uniform,  it  is  the  crew  neck 
sweater,  button  down  shirts,  and  khaki 
trousers  with  ivy  league  belts  in  back, 
commonly  referred  to  as  “hiney-binders.” 
Although  appearing  to  be  only  a decora- 
tive addition  to  the  trousers,  these  hiney- 
binders  have  been  converted  to  serve  a 


iton 


THE  MAP  SHOWS  . . . 


JALOPIANS  CONCENTRATION  OF  FORCES 


. . . where  Viceman  and  Jalopian  fight 
14 


. . . forces  hampered  by  night  raiders 
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» | deadly  function  in  the  war  effort.  Buckle 
y (devices  on  the  hiney-binders  serve  to 
[pick  up  allied  radio  transmissions  origi- 
nating from  the  ultra  high-frequency 
[station  WMUC. 
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Barrage  by  Radio.  One  thing  that 
jhas  led  to  increased  troublemaking  along 
ji the  border  recently  is  this  intense  propa- 
ganda broadcast  system  supporting  the 
Salopians.  Practically  all  the  border  vil- 
lagers have  hiney-binder  radios  which, 
next  to  their  rifles,  are  their  most  prized 
possessions.  They  listen  to  these  WMUC 
broadcasts  faithfully. 

Our  Great  Commander.  President 
Dag  Hammerhold  Viceman,  although  as 
President  of  the  UM  forces  he  must  re- 
main out  of  the  battle  area  himself,  must 
I be  regarded  as  the  true  Commanding 
Officer  of  this  UM  crusade. 

In  an  interview  with  President  Vice- 
man  this  morning,  I was  fortunate  in 
having  captured  for  posterity  a few  of 
lour  Commander’s  inspiring  words  on  this 
war.  I quote  verbatum: 

“Mr.  President,”  I humbly  interro- 
gated, “could  you  describe  for  us  what 
vou  consider  to  be  the  main  issue  in  this 
war,  the  great  cause  for  which  your 
heroic  soldiers  are  shedding  their  blood 
and  risking  their  lives?” 

Breathlessly  I waited  for  his  answer. 

His  courageous  face  became  illumi- 
nated bv  that  inner  idealism  of  his  soul, 
which  never  fails  to  instill  awe  into  the 
hearts  of  those  who  know  him. 

“Well  . . . uhh  . . . Want  another  stick 
of  peanut  brittle?” 

Stunned  by  this  man’s  devilishly  clever 
device  of  pitting  question  against  ques- 
tion I accepted  the  peanut  brittle  and 
went  on: 


rvea 


“Sir,  having  acted  as  the  commander 
of  this  great  army,  and  having  witnessed 
what  sterling  jobs  other  great  military 
leaders,  such  as  Grant  and  Eisenhower, 
have  done  in  the  White  House,  would 
you  . . . could  you  consider,  after  this 
beastly  mess  is  over,  running  for  Presi- 
dent of  the  United  States?” 

President  Viceman  blushed  and  smiled 
modestly  with  that  almost  boyish  grin 
which  those  of  us  who  know  him  have 
come  to  love.  He  spoke: 

“Uh,  yeah  . . . well,  heck  ves  . . . this 
stuff  sticks  to  your  teeth,  don’t  it?” 

Again  that  pitting  of  question  against 
question!  The  diplomacy  of  this  man 
was  astounding. 

After  this,  I thanked  him  profusely 
and  left.  For,  with  the  considerate  tact- 
fulness for  which  he  is  belov’ed,  President 
Viceman  had  ceased  to  talk  to  me  and 
was  absorbed  in  wiping  one  of  the  shiny 
gold  buttons  on  his  uniform — his  gentle 
wav  of  letting  me  know  our  interview 
was  over. 

Major  Fighting  Area.  Last  week  the 
major  fighting  was  centered  in  the  Park- 
inglot  A area.  This  has  been  considered 
the  actual  front  line  for  over  six  months. 

UM  headquarters  are  well  established 
in  the  Dining  Hall  Fortress,  with  control 
over  numerous  surrounding  outbuildings. 
Our  infirmary  is  ostensibly  a rear-aid 
station  but  is,  in  reality,  a prisoner  of  war 
camp  in  which  Jalopian  hostages  are  fed 
solely  on  little  pink  and  white  pills  until 
they  make  a confession  of  value  to  the 
UM  effort. 

Ou  the  other  hand,  the  Jalopie  forces 
stationed  in  the  temporary  buildings  are 
not  so  fortunate  in  their  fornications  as 


our  troops.  Periodically,  they  are  forced 
to  evacuate  their  camps  and  take  to  the 
woods  behind  Parkinglot  A when  the 
schrapnel  fire  becomes  too  heavy,  or 
when  the  cockroaches  in  their  buildings 
drive  them  out. 

Town  Hall  Parking  lot  Siege.  The 

most  crucial  battle  in  the  war  was  the 
Town  Hall  Parkinglot  Siege  fought  last 
weekend.  Although  only  a small  plot  of 
ground,  this  seems — for  some  unfathom- 
able reason — to  be  the  area  most  desired 
and  revered  by  Jalopian  warriors. 

Last  Friday  and  Saturday  afternoons, 
the  most  bitter  struggle  yet  encountered 
took  place  here.  Barbaric  warfare 
reigned;  our  studious  UM  troops  were 
plumetted  with  strange  bombs  — metal 
cylinders  with  varied  propaganda  mes- 
sages inscribed  upon  them,  such  as 
“Gunther  ”,  “Pabst  Blue  Ribbon,”  and 
“Budweiser.”  We  are  proud  to  report  that 
some  of  our  UM  soldiers,  fearing  not  for 
their  own  safety,  retained  these  vicious 
bombs  and  retired  to  the  woods  with 
them  in  order  that  they  might  inspect 
them  and  discover  the  secret  of  their 
destructive  power. 

UM  Victory  Certain.  One  would  think 
that  eventually  these  poorly  armed, 
threadbare  tribesmen  would  give  up  the 
battle  which  can  end  only  in  UM  victory. 
But  no,  with  the  fortitude  and  perserver- 
ance  which  only  desperate  men  fighting 
for  their  imagined  Jalopie  rights  can 
have,  the  Jalopian  tribesmen  fight  on, 
and  on  . . . and  on. 

But  as  President  Dag  Hammerhold 
Viceman  so  heroicalh  stated, 

“We’ll  . . . uh  . . . We’ll  lick  them  guvs 
yet!  . . . and,  uh  . . . Yeah,  I’ll  run!” 


BREACH  IN  JALOPIAN  LINES  JALOPIANS  BUMPER  TO  BUMPER 

. . . Viceboys  penetrate  daily  . . . prevent  infiltration  of  Viceboys 
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SIGNS  OF  A STRIP 
SOMEWHERE 


Singers  from  Las  Vegas  . . . Slot  Machines  from  Route  1 
Night  Life  Committee  Formed  . . . Big  Bluff  Reports 


Reported  from 

NEW  YORK,  WASHINGTON, 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CHICAGO  and 
COLLEGE  PARK 

Operation  Chuckle.  Signs  are  appear- 
ing that  point  to  a change  in  business 
activity  on  the  Hill  here  at  Maryland,  as 
Operation  Chuckle  hits  Student  Union. 

Informer's  Report.  The  Administra- 
tion is  carrying  out  one  of  the  major 
steps  in  its  new  laissez-faire  policy  de- 
signed to  keep  the  students  happy.  The 
program,  which,  incidentally,  met  with 
the  full  approval  of  the  Student  Night 
Life  Committee,  is  titled  merely  Opera- 
tion Chuckle.  When  questioned  about 
this  rather  unorthodox  title  for  an  ad- 
ministrative policy,  President  Hellkins 
said,  “The  Board  of  Regents,  the  State 
Senate,  the  members  of  the  Maryland 
House,  the  honorable  deans,  the  faculty, 
and  I — we  decided  that  the  only  impor- 
tant tiling  for  you  all  right  now  is  to  have 
one  last  fling  confronting  the  cruelties 
and  hardships  of  the  adult  world.  The 
important  thing  to  do  in  your  college 
days  is  chuckle,  and  that  is  just  what  we 
people  here  in  the  administration  aim  to 
have  our  boys  and  girls  do.  All  future 
policies  will  be  aimed  toward  making 
you  carefree  and  happy.  Chuckles  are  all 
we  want  from  the  Student  body.” 

The  latest  step  in  the  sweeping  pro- 
gram was  revealed  today.  Student  Union 
will  become  the  chuckle  center  of 
Terpville. 

Big  Bluff  Reports.  “According  to  Big 
Bluff,  Student  Union  Manager,  the  snack 
bar  will  undergo  drastic  changes.  Name 
bands  and  leading  night  club  acts  will 
appear  daily  ‘round-the-clock,  with  a 
new  band  and  act  each  week.  Lights  will 
be  dimmed,  and,  in  general,  the  snack 
bar  will  be  reconstructed  in  a design 
similar  to  the  local  Country  Closet — onlv 
better.  Says  Big  Bluff,  “That  place  takes 
too  many  people  off  campus.  We  should 
keep  them  happy  right  here  without 
sending  them  out  into  a lot  of  dangerous 
traffic  to  get  their  chuckles.”  Drinks  of 
all  kinds  will  be  served  at  anv  hour.  As 


an  added  attraction,  old  customers  will 
be  allowed  to  mix  their  own.  The  onlv 
un-chuckly  aspect  of  the  situation  is  that 
Virtuous  Dan  Furdog,  manager  of  the 
snack  bar,  will  have  to  turn  in  his  little 
white  jacket.  Dan  will  not  tolerate 
“drinking  and  carrying-on”  in  his  “good 
ol’  cafeteria.”  Big  Bluff  said  that  he  was 
“awful  sorry  Dan  felt  that  way,  but  with 
the  administration  bearing  down  on  me 
with  Operation  Chuckle,  what  can  I do?” 

Some  culture  remains.  Student  Union 
will  not  abandon  culture  completely, 
however.  Art  exhibits  will  continue  in 
the  Lobby.  Next  attraction:  America’s 
foremost  collection  of  pornographic  art, 
which  is  being  lent  to  Student  Union  bv 
the  Library  of  Congress. 

Operation  Chuckle  includes  other  big 
plans  for  Student  Union.  Even  the  post 
office  in  the  basement  has  not  been 
passed  by.  Anyone  interested  will  be 
able  to  jilav  the  numbers  game  through 
their  campus  post  office  box.  The  study 
hall  on  the  third  floor  will  continue  to  be 


BIG  BLUFF  STARTS  MOVE 
romance  with  stripper  rumored 


the  best  place  on  Campus  for  a weary 
daydodger  to  sack  out.  With  this  pur- 
pose in  mind,  Big  Bluff  is  organizing  a 
drive  for  blankets  and  pillows.  “A  tiredi 
student  is  not  a chuckly  one,”  he  said. 

Save  those  apple  cores.  For  those  1 
who  are  true  individuals  and  may  possibly 
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type  of  entertainment  designed  for  the 
masses,  Big  Bluff  has  made  the  supreme 


supreme 


sacrifice.  He  has  reconciled  himself  to  the 
fact  that  the  suspended  ceiling  lamp  in 
the  record  room  is  and  always  will  be 
irresistible  as  a target  for  cigarette  butts, 
apple  cores,  bits  of  records,  small  pieces 
of  furniture,  etc.  He  is  adding  five  more 
lamps  of  this  type  and  an  abundant  and 
varied  supply  of  missiles  that  would  de- 
light the  most  imaginative  mind.  With  a 
slight  rearrangement  of  furniture,  frus- 
trated basketball  players  can  sit  and 
pitch  all  day  to  their  heart’s  content. 

The  tobacco  shop  in  the  lobby  will 
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now  sell  students  anything  they  can’t  j 


find  anywhere  else.  The  “Lobby  Lounge 
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Closed”  sign  in  the  Lobby  will  be  com- 
pletely destroyed.  All  meeting  rooms  will 
be  open  ‘round-the-clock  seven  days  a l0to 
week  for  student  gab  fests,  pajama 
parties,  and  private  get-togethers — cater- 


ing service  included  without  charge. 


Slot  machines  introduced.  The  pool 


room  will  undergo  only'  a minor  change. 
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Slot  machines  will  be  installed,  and 
frosted  mugs  will  be  served  at  the  bar. 
The  smaller  dining  rooms  will  be  re- 
served for  card  players,  and  will  be 
refurnished  for  their  comfort.  Big  Bluff 
thought  it  would  be  “real  nice”  to 
modernize  the  rooms,  giving  them 
cozy,  homey  touch  as  well. 

The  momentum  of  Operation  Chuckle 
promises  to  keep  general  business  activ- 
ity' high  at  Student  Union.  Some  decline 
in  activity  may  be  in  store  for  the  sur- 
rounding area,  but  offsetting  influences 
on  Campus  are  not  likely.  With  the  suc- 
cessful completion  of  the  new-type  t 
Student  Union,  there  are  increasing  signs 
that  Operation  Chuckle  will  meet  with 


success  in  months  ahead. 
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LAPBIN  REMAINS  SILENT  IN  PROBE 
-FIRST  TIME  IN  SEVEN  YEARS 


The  Day  Dodgers  Club  stumbled  onto  a 
burning  local  issue  this  week  while  investigat- 
ing the  Doria  that  sank  near  Nantucket  Island 
late  last  summer. 

Questions  arose:  Did  this  really  happen? 
If  so,  how? 

Seeking  answers,  the  Transportation  Com- 
mittee had  its  1,500  field  men  make  investiga- 


tions at  all  levels.  Replies  show  that  some- 
thing is  developing. 

Studies  given  to  University  officials  are  to 
have  an  effect  on  the  course  of  student 
programs. 

Below,  in  some  detail,  is  the  story  of  what 
the  Transportation  Committee  found  325  feet 
below  the  Atlantic. 


Was  the  Doria  really  wop-sided?  Did 
i passenger  forget  to  turn  off  a faucet? 
Does  the  loss  of  the  Doria  by  the  cabin 
:lass  mean  that  French  Line  rates  will 
j increase  in  1957?  And  how  did  the  Mary- 
land Dining  Hall  become  involved? 
Those  questions,  arising  at  Maryland’s 
i Day  Dodger  Club,  are  now  drawing 

I mswers  from  1,500  suit-case  warriors, 
all  of  whom  are  members  of  the  Trans- 
portation Committee.  Careful  studies  of 
the  Nantucket  Island  area  and  the  Uni- 
versity’s Cafeteria  have  been  made. 

Their  report,  now  in  the  hands  of  Uni- 
versity officials,  pulls  no  punches  in  its 
appraisal  of  the  seriousness  of  the  prob- 
lem, so  far  as  the  Day  Dodger’s  Club  is 
concerned.  The  sinking  of  the  Doria  is 
to  have  much  to  do  with  local  hitch- 
hiking and  food  requisition  policies  in  the 
months  ahead. 

" Local  uprisings"  “While  there  was 
no  national  student  revolt,  there  certainly 
were  some  violent  local  uprisings,”  a 
member  of  the  Transportation  Committee 
informed  an  University  official. 

The  reports  from  these  transportation 
• I experts  were  peppered  with  criticism  of 

I I the  Dining  Hall  menues.  They  were 
sharply  critical;  in  several  cases,  vomit- 
atious.  And  eventually,  this  detailed  re- 
port made  one  committee  member  point 
an  accusing  finger  at  Lapbin,  Dining 

| Hall  chief. 

A Day  Dodger  said  Lapbin  should 
resign.  Another,  on  University  Lane, 
I shouted:  “Lapbin  had  his  chance  to 
clean  up  the  cafeteria!”  Waving  a 
double-jointed  thumb  on  the  Boulavarde, 
a third  Day  Dodger  said  the  loss  of  the 
Doria  was  due  to  Lapbin’s  “failure,  and 
hardly  our  gain.” 

Lapbin  Started  It.  After  a preliminary 
study,  the  Day  Dodger’s  Transportation 
Committee  found  that  the  ballast  of  the 
Doria  contained  350  thousand  pounds  of 


Lapbin’s  “Mystery  Meat.”  Apparently, 
Lapbin  seemed  to  have  learned  of  the 
pending  Hungarian  revolution.  While 
speculating  that  the  Hungarians  would 
eat  anything,  he  stashed  nearly  three- 
fourths  of  his  two-vear  meat  supply  in 
the  hole  of  the  Doria. 

The  Day  Dodgers’  reported: 

“The  student  fasting  had  gone  on  for 
two  years  before  Lapbin  announced  last 
summer  that  there  would  be  no  more 
mystery  meat.  Thousands  rejovced!  There 
was  an  urge  to  eat!” 

Said  the  report,  “Lapbin  might  have 
run  for  Governor  if  tilings  had  worked 
out.  But  the  Doria  sank.” 

Noodle  Curtain  Dropped.  Concur- 
rentlv  with  the  Doria  sinking,  the  report 
said,  Lapbin’s  Noodle  Curtain  descended 


DEATHLY  COMPETITION 
. . . Lapbin's  via  CARE  deathball 


over  the  Dining  Hall.  Some  said  he  went 
mad;  others  said  that  he  had  indigestion. 
The  report  added: 

“No  one  knew  for  sure  at  that  time 
why  Lapbin  refused  to  speak  coherently 
to  our  Committee  members.  He  just  sat 
alone  for  weeks  and  weeks  and  smoked 
cigar  after  cigar.  Finally,  when  the  Din- 
ing Hall  opened  last  semester,  students, 
who  had  expected  a feast  of  dried  kombu 
(seaweed),  daikon  (a  variety  of  radish), 
and  a special  dish  called  O-zoni,  a sort 
of  broth  containing  mochi  (rice-cake  or 
paste)  and  vegetables,  were  served 
“Mystery  Meat”  instead.  The  bloody 
rebellion  went  on  for  weeks.” 

Mystery  Meat  Still  Mystery.  “The 
members  of  the  Day  Dodger’s  Club  were 
understandably  concerned  over  what 
happened,”  the  report  said. 

Pursuing  the  matter,  the  Transporta- 
tion Committee  began  to  wade  more 
deeplv  into  the  problem.  Finally,  a deep- 
sea  diver  from  Towson,  Maryland  dared 
to  investigate  the  Doria’s  storage  com- 
partments. And  there,  Lapbin’s  “Mystery 
Meat”  was  found,  thus  unraveling  all 
kinds  of  international,  national,  and  local 
mysteries  except  that  of  the  meat’s 
ingredients. 

The  findings:  In  checking  over  the 
Day  Dodger’s  Report,  University  officials 
are  finding  these  things: 

• Lapbin’s  “Mystery  Meat”  is  not  only 
bulk  weight  but  combustible  as  well. 

• One  University  official  believes  the 
“Mystery  Meat”  is  radio-active.  This 
assumption  is  based  upon  the  fact  that 
the  Andrea  Doria’s  radar  equipment 
failed. 

• There  remains  a year  and  three 
months  supply  of  “Mystery  Meat”  at  the 
University. 

• Behind  Lapbin’s  Noodle  Curtain 
sits  an  unhappy  (perhaps  ulcer-plagued) 
man. 
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Confusion  Reigns  Supreme 

WHEN  STUDENT  ATTEMPTED  GOVERNMENT 
DECIDES  ON  IMPORTANT  TISSUES 
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Doctor  Victoria  Dipsnitch,  principle  of  her 
own  Dingdong  school  recently  looked  over  the 
University's  Students  Attempted  Government 
Association,  in  hopes  of  finding  a suitable 
system  for  her  little  infantines.  Dr.  Dipsnitch 


was  more  than  pleased. 

Here,  is  part  of  an  address  given  to  her  own 
little  Dingdongers  yesterday,  Dr.  Dipsnitch 
tells  us  of  the  typical  reactions  of  our  own 
governing  body. 
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[ Following  is  partial  text  of  an  address 
given  by  Dr.  Dipsnitch  at  the  First  Ding- 
dongers Internationale .] 

“Some  of  you  may  not  be  familiar  with 
mv  work.  For  years  now  I have  guided 
nasty,  sniveling  little  children  along  the 
gutters  of  progressive  education.  I have 
taught  the  little  rats  the  joys  of  creating 
artistically,  through  my  excellent  courses 
in  clay  sculptring,  which  I call  An  Intro- 
duction To  Phallie  Symbolism;  finger, 
toe,  and  hair  painting  — or  Diversions 
For  Dirty  Little  People;  and  of  course — 
my  most  cherished  project  — a modern 
approach  to  sex  education  that  I’ve 
modestlv  named  A Look  Beneath  The 
Diaper. 

“Now  that  you  know  about  me,  let’s 
get  down  to  business.  I’ve  just  completed 
an  intensive  study  of  a body  called  the 
Student’s  Attempted  Government  — in 
short,  the  SAG,  labeled  by  some  critics 
as  not  a body,  but  a corpse.  At  any  rate, 
I undertook  this  survey  to  determine  the 
very  best  form  of  student  government 
for  my  millions  of  tiny,  tantrum-throwing 
Dingdongers.  As  you  may  know,  the 
curly  little  moppets  I teach  fall  into  a 
single  age  category;  from  prenatal  fetuses 
to  six  years  old.  Naturally  I had  to  select 
a tvpe  of  government  that  they  could 
easily  administer.  Something  right  for 
the  high-chair  set,  something  those 
grubby  little  hands  could  grasp  and  mold 
to  their  needs.  I am  now  certain  that  a 
SAG  is  perfect  for  my  nursery  gerrv- 
manderers. 

Monitored  meetings  . . . Set  up  own 
SAG.  “My  observations  of  one  particular 
SAG  sold  me  on  the  idea.  I sat  in  on — 
monitored,  if  you  will — a smattering  of 
meetings  held  by  the  subject  SAG.  At 
these  meetings  I refrained  from  copious 
note-taking.  I merely  observed,  dis- 
cerned, analyzed.  I tried  to  match  both 
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from  the  personality  and  character 
viewpoints  the  major  executives  of  the 
specimen  SAG  with  my  most  precocious 
pupils.  The  similarities  were  striking. 
Allow  me  to  outline  the  SAG  system 
that,  based  on  these  parralels,  I instituted 
for  my  Dingdongers. 

“I  have  in  one  of  my  Success  Through 
Simplicity  classes  an  exceptionally  in- 
genuous child  named  Jasper  Buffingboy. 
He  is  a shy,  kindly  youngster,  totally 
prepared  for  the  goal  in  life  he  most 
dearly  desires;  he  wants  only — in  his  coy 
and  affable  wav — to  be  liked.  And  be- 
lieve me,  being  liked  by  all  those  snarling 
factions  in  Dingdongism  is  damn  near 
impossible.  But  Jasper  grinned  and 
scintillated  his  wav  into  the  SAG 
presidency. 

First  big  problem— ref usal  to  attend 
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class.  “While  still  relatively  new  in  thal 
position,  Jasper  encountered  a delicate 
problem.  One  of  the  more  inhibited  girl: 
in  our  Search  For  Bridal  Mirth  section 
persistently  refused  to  attend  class.  Man) 
Dingdongers  angrily  demanded  her  dis- 
missal from  further  searchings.  The  issue 
came  before  our  SAG,  and  poor  Jaspei 
had  one  rip  of  a time.  First,  the  children 
coidd  not  unravel  and  interpret  the 
guiding  document,  ‘Constitution  For  Us 
Kids.’  Second,  Jasper  allowed  himself  tc 
become  emeshed  in  Rommel’s  Rulei 
For  Ruin,  the  parliamentary  handbook 
He  violated  the  Rules  and  was  forced  tc 
admit,  cherubic  face  in  hands,  that  he 
didn’t  do  good.  After  being  soundly 
spanked,  jocular  Jasper  ran  into  more 
serious  difficulties.  He  collided  with  par- 
tisan politics.  He  found  that  all  eight 
buttonholes  in  his  Lord  Faunteroy  jacket 
were  well  occupied  by  squirming  little 
fingers.  He  was  accordingly  instructed  to 
move  for  acquittal,  and  who  knows  — 
maybe  a few  lollypops  would  be  thrown 
his  way.  But  now  Jasper  was  urged  to 
vacillate  to  the  other  extreme.  Hold  out 
for  the  little  snip’s  dismissal.  After  all, 
she  had  set  an  evil  example.  If  she  were 
acquitted,  would  not  other  girls  be 
tempted  to  evade  responsibilities,  per 
haps  duck  a club  meeting,  and  — God 
forbid!  — miss  a dessert? 

Other  Officers  selected. 

[Dr.  Dipsnitch  continued  with  an  out 
line  of  her  Dingdong  SAG  officers,  but 
unforfunately  this  part  of  her  speech 
could  not  be  recorded  by  your  reporter, 
she  was  jostled  out  of  her  seat  and 
severely  trampled  upon  by  a scurrying 
herd  of  Dingdongers  who  — after  prop- 
erly raising  their  hands  and  shouting 
either  'one'  or  'two'  — were  granted  per- 
mission by  Dr.  Dipsnitch  to  visit  the  facili 
ties  in  the  lobby  of  the  auditorium.  After 


it  he! 


(spile  i 
irnioit) 


Id  S 


reai 

ddlec 

inh- 

umed 

b-M: 


‘Of, 

peril 


h, 

•ten 


pho 

Cod 


U.M.  SNOOZE  & HURLED  RETORT,  April  1957 


Mn( 


j.M.  Snooze  & Hurled  Retort 


licate 

rf 

C'tioD 
dam 
' dis- 
issue 
isper 
Idren 
tie 
r Us 
'If  to 
ii  k 


reviving,  Dr.  Dipsnitch  related  the 
following .] 

“And  thus  vve  come  to  our  Treasurer. 
Here,  I am  not  overwhelmingly  certain 
that  my  choice  was  discreet.  But  “Here’s 
Hoping”  it  was. 

“I  chose  Horatio  Mulcher  for  the  JOB. 
Horatio  came  to  my  attention  during  his 
inspired  campaign  for  the  office  of  Group 
Leader  in  our  Second  Year  Seminar  in 
Power  Politics  for  Pubescents  class. 
Horatio  won  the  election  by  saturating 
all  of  Dingdongdom  with  the  slogan 
‘Mulcher  for  Absolute  Monarch  or  Death 
to  All.’  He  possesses  a magnificent  ambi- 
tion. He  is  astute,  practical,  gorgeously 
grasping.  Horatio  is  one  of  those  rare 
children  firmly  embraced  by  the  roots  of 
power.  In  other  words,  he  is  quite  sure 
of  which  direction  the  stampeding  herd 
will  next  take,  because  he  fancies  himself 
as  a sort  of  g aucho  grande.  Horatio  has 
been  known  to  say  that  ‘among  cattle- 
dom  I am  a sacred  cow.  If  I give  milk, 
they  chant  “God  bless  you.”  When  I 
burp,  they  intone  “Amen”  .’ 

“So  far  I have  been  pleased  with  his 
work,  but  nevertheless  I somehow  feel 
that  he  has  outgrown  his  office,  that  his 
ambition  is  uncontainable.  Once,  after 
the  SAG  chamber  had  been  emptied,  I 
observed  Horatio — quite  alone  and  quite 
oblivious  to  my  presence  — fondly 
caressing  the  chair  that  not  a minute  ago 
was  occupied  by  Jasper  Buffingboy. 
Representative  selected. 

[Here  again  the  text  of  Dr.  Dipsnitch's 
speech  was  interrupted.  A group  of  pro- 
Mulchers  charged  up  to  the  speaker's 
rostrum  and  savagely  attacked  Dr.  Dip- 
snitch with  the  clasps  of  their  Captain 
Gallant  pins.  The  following  was  asserted 
despite  the  din  raised  by  the  Dingdong 
Bandaid  Brigade  that  rushed  to  the  aid 
of  the  speaker .] 

“And  because  of  his  essay  entitled  The 
Gathering  Grief  In  Greece,  we  selected 
Dick  Shocker  as  representative  for 
our  many  brotherly  groups  such  as 
Donga  Phi  Dinga,  Dingle  Gong  Zeta, 
and  others.  Dick  is  one  of  our  more 
vociferous  delegates,  but  unfortunately 
his  reasoning  is  often  specious  and 
muddled.  For  example:  Not  long  ago  an 
unruly  mob  of  male  Dingdongers  — 
rumored  to  have  been  shot  down  on 
Coco-March  broke  into  some  of  our 
female  Dongatories  pink  nature. 

“Of  course  I very  firmly  suggested 
shattering  the  SAG  piggybank  to  pay  for 
the  losses,  but  that  meddling  little  imp 
opposed  me  at  every  turn.  ‘It’s  unfortu- 
nate,’ he  said,  ‘that  these  girls  lost  their 
underwear.  But  I got  underwear,  almost 
everybody  here  got  underwear,  in  fact 
all  God’s  children  got  underwear.  I see 


no  reason  to  strip  the  innocent  of  their 
God-given  underwear  to  clothe  these 
shivering  girls  who  were  deprived  of 
theirs  by  a few  guilty  underwear 
rustlers.’ 

Riot  outbreak  . . . SAG  rebuffs 
Shocker.  Once,  after  a series  of  pup 
rallies  turned  into  a howling  riot,  it  be- 
came apparent  to  me  that  not  all  by- 
standers were  innocent.  That  is,  the  mass 
of  urchins  would  scream  its  encourage- 
ment to  the  leaders  of  these  riots,  urge 
them  on  to  ever  naughtier  deeds — and 
then  sulk  off  into  the  background  when 
the  Spanking  Squads  arrived.  Thus,  we 
passed  a liability  law  that  would  effec- 
tively punish  anv  Dingdongers  contrib- 
uting to,  or  inciting  a riot.  But  before 
this  measure  was  approved,  Dick  tried 


MR.  BUFFINGBOY  — Charmed  his 
way  into  the  SAG  Presidency 


to  defeat  it  by  uttering,  ‘I  disagree  with 
the  proposal  because  a boy  could  be 
taking  his  girl  in  back  of  her  Dongatory 
and  be  apprehended  when  he  is  com- 
pletely innocent.’ 

SAG  Chorus:  ‘What  has  that  to  do 
with  riots,  Dick?’ 

Dick:  ‘A  riot  could  be  taking  place  in 
front  of  the  Dongatory.’ 

SAG  Chorus:  ‘Why  the  Dongatory  at 
all,  Dick?  Why  not  a darkened  parking 
lot,  say?’ 

Dick:  ‘Damn  it!  I’m  a back-of-the- 
Dongatorv  man,  and  I’ll  always  be!  And 
when  I’m  back  there  messing  around  I 
don’t  want  to  be  framed  on  some 
trumped-up  riot  charge!’ 

SAG  Chorus:  But  Dick  . . .’ 

Dick:  ‘Don’t  interrupt  me  now.  While 
the  spirits  in  me  I’m  gonna  say  what  has 
to  be  said.  My  brothers  and  I feel  that 


this  new  constitution  is  an  abomination 
and  a death  certificate,  by  Dingdong! 
You’re  nothing  but  a messa  Spartans  bat- 
tering at  them  scared  walls  of  Athens, 
trying  to  stir  up  another  Pelip  . . . ah, 
Palop  . . . er,  Pooplalmeesian  War — 
that’s  what!  And  I wanta  say  to  you  that 
you  can’t  get  away  with  it.  Try — just  try 
— making  us  answer  to  that  evil  Boy’s 
League  which  just  don’t  understand  us 
brothers  and  our  methods.  Why,  we  ll 
invoke  the  gods  right  off  Mount  Olympus 
itself!  Tyranny  I call  it! 

‘.  . . wait  a minute,  wait  til  I hop  on 
on  this  table  so  that  those  spectators  in 
the  rear  of  the  chamber  will  get  the  full 
benefit  of  me  . . . allyoops!  . . . now  then, 
cause  I so  deeply  feel  . . . what’s  that? 
Oh,  I see.  Boys  and  girls,  my  exteemed 
colleague  Biff  Fitzsputter  wants  to  sav  a 
few  well-chosen  words  to  you.  Go  ahead 
Biff.’ 

Biff  Fitzsputter:  ‘I  want  to  let  that 
damn  reporter  from  the  ‘Daily  Diamond- 
back’  know  that  I can  see  him  back  there 
peeping  at  us  through  a chink  in  the 
door.  And  I mean  to  tell  him  publicallv 
— and  put  this  on  the  record  Miss  Den- 
ture — that  if  he  doesn’t  do  us  justice 
with  a story  that  is  both  charming  and 
dignified,  as  becomes  us,  I’m  gonna 
recommend  that  all  of  us  here  sit  right 
down,  allot  a fund  for  paper  and  ink, 
and  write  indignant  letters  to  Dick  Sloth, 
the  editor  of  that  nastv  ‘Diamondback’.’ 

Jasper  Buffingboy:  Dick!  Biff!  Try 
to  contain  yourselves.  After  all,  this  is  a 

Dick  Shocker:  Just  let  me  continue 
where  I left  off.  On  my  w'ord  of  . . . er 
...  on  my  w'ord,  I promise  not  to  cam- 
paign past  midnight.  To  continue  . . . ’ 

Biff  Fitzsputter:  ‘And  we’ll  see  if 
he’s  got  the  guts  to  print  our  letters  and 
if  he  doesn’t  we  ll  just  . . .’ 

Pretty  Patty  Gentlelamb:  Oh,  stop, 
stop;  stop!  I don’t  understand!  I’m  reallv 
confused  now.  I’m  confused  and  I don’t 
know  what  you’re  doing.  Maybe  I’m 
naive  or  something,  but  I thought  that 
everyone  here  was  working  strictly  for 
the  Dingdong  student  body  and  trving 
to  do  the  best  they  could  for  the  Ding- 
dong  student  body.  Aren’t  we  all  work- 
ing for  the  higher  interests  of  the  Ding- 
dong  Student  body,  and  not  for  the  gain 
of  individual  groups?’ 

Meeting  adjourns:  “Well,  dear 

audience,  let  me  assure  you  that  that  last 
remark  smashed  all  hopes  of  carrying  on 
with  the  meeting.  For  a moment  there 
was  tense  silence  as  hundreds  of  eves 
gazed  incredulously  at  little  Prettv  Patty 
Gentlelamb.  And  then  sheer  madness 
seized  officers  and  spectators  alike  as  the 
entire  group  tumbled  through  the  doors.” 
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THIS  YEAR  IN  PARODY 


Tommy  Mont  and  No  Bowls  to  Conquer 
SGA  and  Repeal  of  the  Bar  Ban 


We  flippantly  catalogue  nine  months  here  . . . 


Remininces  of  a school  year:  There  was  an  annoying 
glare  on  my  windshield  as  I motored  into  College  Park 
early  last  September.  There  was  a lot  to  be  done  before 
classes  began  and  as  I parked  my  “Green  Hornet” 
I thought  of  The  Old  Line — classes — my  old  friends 
but  mostly,  The  Old  Line. 

Tommy  Mont  had  one  of  the  top  teams  in  the  nation, 
and  President  Elkins  was  concerned  about  our  Academic 
Standards.  The  dormitories  were  empty,  but  if  you 
drove  down  College  Avenue,  you  could  see  the  Sorority 
girls  reading  Playboy  out  on  the  lawn,  or  silently  filing 
in  the  house  for  a session. 

The  Diamondback  had  a Staff  meeting  that  Sunday, 
and  my  roomate  was  anxious  about  the  coming  year. 
Gradually  the  school  began  to  come  alive.  The  dorm 
dwellers  lined  up  outside  Harford  Hall.  The  house- 
mothers conferred  with  the  Proctors,  and  the  girls 
unloaded  bits  of  Hechts,  Lansburgs  and  Julius  Gar- 
finkle,  outside  of  Caroline,  Wicomico  and  on  up  the  hill. 

The  organized  confusion  of  registration,  the  fast  first 
weeks  of  classes,  and  first  quarter  exams.  A per- 
emptory Editorial  to  a disastrous  first  issue  and  weeks 
of  tedious  preparation  for  the  second  Old  Line. 

This  one  was  better  and  everyone  kept  gaining 
momentum.  SGA,  UT,  and  the  Administration  were 
all  at  work  now.  Reflection  wasted  time,  action  was 
immediate  and  then  another  issue  and  the  Christmas 
vacation. 

Fall  Semester  finals  come  too  soon,  and  another 
registration  period.  The  Armory  isn’t  the  same — some 
faces  are  missing.  They  don’t  all  come  back.  The 
February  fiction,  and  the  blast  at  the  bars  go  by  the 
board.  “Hamlet”  surprises  some,  delights  others  and 
proves  to  a student  body  that  Catholic  U has  no 
premium  on  talent. 

Then  the  parody.  What  do  we  say — how  do  we  say 
it?  How  do  we  flippantly  catalogue  nine  months  in 
the  life  of  a University? 

Perhaps  we  glance  out  of  a second  floor  window  at  the 
hundreds  traversing  the  mall  between  classes  and  say — 
there  big  enough  now — they’re  big  enough  to  look  at 
themselves  and  laugh — before  finals. 
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AN  OLD  LINE  UNIVERSITY  OF 
MARYLAND  PARODY 

Those  Responsible: 


DAVE  HALLIDAY 

DAVE  HEINLY 

MARGARET  GATES 

DINAH  BROWN 

JACK  STRINGER 

STECK  BRINK 

STAN  HAMES 

BUD  ANDREWS 

TOM  NICHOLS 

BILL  MACDONALD 

TINA  FRAGALE 

MIKE  LYNCH 

DAVE  TAYLOR 

ELEANOR  JACOBSON 

JOAN  GAYLOR 

BARBARA  BECKER 

MICKEY  ELLIS 

PAT  DUVALL 

DICK  STANDRIDGE 

MIKE  EVANCHO 

WAYNE  KENNEDY 

JEAN  KANE 

SHEILA  BOOKOFF 

BOBBY  SCHWARTZBERG 

MARK  PADOW 

DR.  CARTER  BRYAN 
(Faculty  Advisor) 

LEARN 

COLLEGE  HEBREW 
AT  CAMP 
THIS  SUMMER 


Annual  accelerated  course  in 
modern  Hebrew  for  college 
students  and  graduating  high 
school  seniors,  at  beautiful  75 
acre  coed  camp  in  New  York’s 
Hudson  Valley ; complete  sports 
facilities. 

7 week  session,  July -August, 
$185;  including  room,  board, 
tuition  (some  scholarship  help 
available)  write: 


ULPAN,  Student  Zionist  Organization 
342  Madison  Avenue,  New  York  17 
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Chemical  progress  is  autoclaves,  test  tubes,  distillation  towers 
. . . hydrocarbons,  heterocyclic  compounds  . . . processes, 
polymerizations,  products. 

But  mostly,  chemical  progress  is  thinking  . . . men  think- 
ing. Little  men,  big  men,  medium  size  men  ...  in  lab  coats, 
business  suits,  overalls  ...  all  of  them,  always,  thinking. 

Thinking  up  new  products  . . . new  ways  to  make  chem- 
icals and  new  ways  to  use  them.  Thinking  up  more  comfort, 
more  convenience,  better  health,  for  everyone. 

Always,  the  old  things  have  to  be  improved,  and  the  new 


things  have  to  be  proved.  It  takes  more  thinking.  The  think- 
ing never  stops.  And  so  chemical  progress  never  stops.  It’s 
that  way  at  Koppers. 

You  can  be  one  of  these  men,  think- 
ing. You  can  create  some  of  the  chem- 
ical progress  that’s  made  at  Koppers. 

The  products  are  many  . . . the  oppor- 
tunities myriad.  Consider  a career 
with  Koppers;  send  the  coupon  today. 


KOPPERS 

CHEMICALS 


Koppers  Company,  Inc. 

Industrial  Relations  Manager 
Dept.  C-116,  Koppers  Building 
Pittsburgh  19,  Pennsylvania 

Please  send  the  24-page  brochure  entitled  "Your  Career  at  Koppers." 

Name  

School 

Address  


Citv 
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l Have  a real  cigarette. 

havea  CAMELI 


' & 


Discover  the  difference  between  "just  smoking”. ..and  Camels! 


Taste  the  difference! 


difference ! 


the  difference!  The 


Feel 


Enjoy 


the 


Camels  are  rich,  full- 
flavored,  and  deeply  satis- 
fying — pack  after  pack. 
You  can  count  on  Camels— 
they  never  let  you  down. 


exclusive  Camel  blend  of 
quality  tobaccos  has  never 
been  equalled  for  smooth, 
agreeable  smoking. Camels 
are  easy  to  get  along  with. 


Try  today  s top  cigarette. 
See  why  more  people 
smoke  Camels,  year  after 
year,  than  any  other  brand. 
They’ve  really  got  it! 


n.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co..  Winston-Salem,  N. 


FAITH,  AND  IT'S  THE  END 


All  of  a sudden  you  wake  one  morning,  free  and  graduated 


There's  an  end  to  the  immense  suspensement 


With  commencement, 


No  more  study, 


No  more  worry 


Coed  relations  or  weekend  fl 


No  more  pi-square  or  CO.,  please 


Kant  or  Gothe 


relations  is  colored  with  a 


:veryone 


And  the  spirit  of  giving — it's  all  abortive 


Have  to  make  a living  and  be  self-supportive 


Gene  Klavan 


Last  Pass 


Congrats  to  UT,  Standridge,  Grads 


There  were  a group  of  kids  huddled 
on  a dark  Baltimore  street  corner  re- 
cently, and  with  nothing  better  to  do 
we  strolled  over  for  a better  view. 
There  were  several  piles  of  quarters  in 
front  of  the  kids  who  were  obviously 
involved  in  a game  of  craps.  One  con- 
testant had  just  finished  a pass  with  a 
“snakeyes”  and  his  hands  were  shak- 
ing as  he  bent  over  to  pick  up  the  dice. 
One  of  the  other  kids  looked  at  him 
and  barked,  “you’ve  only  got  two  bits 
left  Buster,  this  is  your  last  pass.” 

Here  at  the  Old  Line  we  have 
slightly  less  than  two  bits  remaining 
from  our  SGA  appropriation  and  have 
been  forced  to  release  an  abbreviated 
edition. 

However,  to  make  sure  you  Terps 


would  receive  the  choice  morsels  of 
selection  we  told  our  regular  colum- 
nists Stan  Hames  and  Tom  Nichols  to 
take  a short  two  month  vacation,  so 
that  we  could  fill  their  pages  with 
some  of  the  top  fiction  gathered  from 
our  campus  wide  short  story  contest. 

R.  J.  Standridge’s  fastidious  study 
of  Mr.  Oliver  took  first  prize  while 
Walt  Chambers  chided  Hemingway’s 
“Clean  Well  Lighted  Place”  cleverlv 
enough  to  merit  publication  in  this 
short  Old  Line.  Cheesecake  curators 
will  whistle  long  and  low  at  shapelv 
Barbara  Esehenburg,  while  UT  goers 
will  applaud  the  winners  of  our  An- 
nual Old  Line  Mag  Awards,  pre- 
sented to  deserving  thespians  each 
May. 


IN  THIS  ISSUE  . . . 


EDITORIAL  1 

SOPHISTICATED  SHADY John  Gornall  2 

TILTILLATING  TRIVIA  FOR  TIRED  TERPS 3 


Well,  now  that’s  done— there’s  noth- 
ing left  to  do  but  grab  my  toupe  and 
leave.  Thanks  for  being  such  a good 
audience,  we’ve  met  some  wonderful 
people  and  have  had  some  memorable 
times  editing  YOUR  campus  maga- 
zine. 

—Dave  Halliday 
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Linus  as  a U.  of  M.  alumnus.  Congratulations  Pal!! 
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I started  wobbly  up  the  dark  stair- 
wav  to  their  apartment.  My  head  was 
exploding  from  a thousand  molecules 
of  alcohol  running  helter  skelter,  seek- 
ing escape  from  my  reeking  body. 
Further  dowm  my  stomach  was  sound- 
ing revolt  from  its  diet  of  cigarettes 
and  Martinis.  My  eyes  were  bloodshot 
from  sleepless  nights,  my  hair  was  long 
and  stringy  from  the  avoidance  of  the 
barber,  my  scalp  itched  from  nesters 
and  overall  I felt  good.  I was  becom- 
ing sophisticated. 

Art  and  Pamela  had  shown  me  the 
way  to  live.  Before  I met  them,  I had 
a disgustingly  well  paying  job  in  a tire 
plant.  I had  an  apartment  with  un- 
imaginative decor  and  I enjoyed  such 
trivia  as  moving  pictures,  food,  hair- 
cuts, sleeping  and  Zane  Grey.  But  that 
was  my  sordid  past.  It  is  behind  me 
now.  I now  have  no  job  but  I think 
I will  write  poetry.  I will  be  like  them. 


My  legs  gave  out  on  me  and  I fell 
down  the  stairs.  I thought  I broke  my 
ankle,  but  I was  already  sophisticated 
enough  to  ignore  it  as  too  physical  a 
drive.  It  hurt  like  hell,  but  it  felt  good. 

I finally  regained  the  stairs  and  after 
butting  my  head  against  the  door  to 
herald  my  coming,  I crawled  into  the 
apartment  of  Art  and  Pamela. 

Art  was  in  the  corner.  He  was  naked 
except  for  a baggy  tweed  wrapped 
carelessly  around  his  loins.  Pamela  was 
wearing  something.  It  wasn’t  too  easily 
seen,  as  the  smoke  from  the  incense 
pot  kept  tearing  my  eyes.  They  were 
both  sitting  on  the  rugless  floor  sipping 
from  a huge  pretzel  can  brimming 
with  Martinis. 

I glanced  about  the  room.  Except 
for  the  paintings  on  the  wall  there  was 
no  furniture.  In  a corner  I noticed  two 
straw  pallets.  Since  they  were  un- 
painted I concluded  that  they  were  for 


reclining  puiposes.  I crawled  over  and 
without  a word  drowned  my  head  in 
the  pretzel  can.  The  stuff  was  food. 
My  throat,  lungs,  spine,  nostrils  and 
ears  felt  like  they  were  being  eaten 
away.  My  ankle  hurt  like  hell  ...  I 
felt  good. 

Art  left  the  pretzel  can  and  mixed 
three  more  Martinis.  He  distributed 
them  to  us.  I saw  he  was  pleased  with 
my  sophisticated  appearance.  Not 
wanting  to  break  the  illusion,  I lit  four 
cigarettes  and  smoked  them  rapidlv. 

Pamella  spoke.  “Show  Alvin  our 
new  prize,  Art.”  Without  a word  he 
gripped  me  by  an  unwashed  ear  and 
led  me  through  the  haze  to  a painting. 
It  was  a splash  of  color,  split  pea  soup 
green,  Boston  bean  red,  and  who  the 
hell  knows  what  else.  I was  suddenlv 
tired. 

Art  beamingly  asked  me  what  I 
thought  it  was.  I ventured  vomit  as 


the  response.  Art  and  Pamela  turned 
four  angry  corneas  at  me.  I was 
ashamed.  Mv  head  dropped.  There,  on 
all  fours,  I knew  that  if  I had  a tail  it 
would  certainly  be  between  my  legs. 
Seeing  my  condition,  Pamela  came 
over  and  stroked  my  mane  . . . er  . . . 
hair.  She  cooed  “Can’t  you  see  Man’s 
struggle  in  this  picture?  Can’t  you  see 
him  beating  back  temptation  and 
disease  and  writing  poetry  and  drink- 
ing Martinis  and  discussing  Ezra 
Pound?  Can’t  you  see  it?”  I looked 
again.  “Yes,  yes,  yes,”  I barked.  The 
answer  seemed  to  restore  their  con- 
fidence in  me. 

I waved  farewell  and  crawled  out 
into  the  city.  The  pavement  was  de- 
void of  art.  It  was  cold  and  grey.  I 
walked  out  into  the  path  of  a trolley. 
I had  failed.  I couldn’t  fool  myself. 
I did  not  feel  good.  I had  to  die.  I had 
lied.  It  still  looked  like  vomit. 
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Sophisticated  Shady 

by  John  Gornall 
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1 rwia  j or  T/m/  1 ei  ps 


The  bride-to-be  was  advised  by  the 
marriage  counselor  to  never  com- 
pletely disrobe  in  front  of  her  husband 
when  retiring. 

One  night,  six  weeks  after  the  wed- 
ding, the  husband  said  to  his  bride,  “Is 
there  any  insanity  in  your  family?” 
“Why  no,”  she  said.  “Why  do  you 
ask?” 

“I  was  merely  wondering,”  said  he, 
“Why  you  haven’t  taken  your  hat  off 

since  we’ve  been  married.” 

© © © 

Adultery:  Two  wrong  people  doing 

the  right  thing. 

© © * 

Three  athletes  from  different  schools 
had  flunked  their  classes  and  were 
dropped  from  the  team.  They  got  to- 
gether and  talked  about  their  misfor- 
tune. 

The  man  from  Johns  Hopkins  said, 
“That  calculus  was  just  too  damn 
much.” 

The  man  from  G.W.  said,  “It  was 
trigonometry  that  got  me.” 

And  the  man  from  Maryland  said, 
“Did  youse  guys  ever  hear  of  long 
division?” 

© O © 

The  following  advertisement  appeared 
in  a physical  culture  magazine.  “Here’s 
a good  test  for  your  stomach  muscles. 
Clasp  your  hands  over  your  head  and 
place  your  feet  together  on  the  floor. 
Now  bend  to  the  right  at  the  waist  as 
you  sit  down  to  the  left  of  your  feet. 
Now  by  sheer  muscular  control,  haul 
yourself  up,  bend  to  the  left  and  sit 
down  on  the  floor  to  the  right  of  your 
feet.  Keep  this  up  and  let  us  know  the 
result.” 

The  first  letter  received  said,  “Her- 
nia.” 

© © © 

Dear  Pop, 

Everything  is  fine  at  school.  I’m  get- 
ting lots  of  sleep  and  am  studying 
hard.  Incidentally,  I’m  enclosing  my 
fraternity  bill. 

Your  Son, 
Pudge 

Dear  Pudge, 

Don’t  buy  any  more  fraternities. 

Your  Pop, 

Pop 


“Can  you  tell  me  what  was  Coleridge  s 
last  poem?” 

“Kubla  Khan.” 

“Where  can  I find  him?” 

© © © 

Signs  in  a real  estate  office: 

“Get  Lots  While  You  Are  Young.” 

© © © 

Three  turtles  decided  to  have  a cup  of 
coffee.  Just  as  they  got  into  the  cafe 
it  started  to  rain,  so  the  biggest  turtle 
said  to  the  smallest  turtle,  “Go  home 
and  get  the  umbrella.”  The  little  one 
replied,  “I  will,  if  you  don’t  drink  my 
coffee.”  “We  won’t,”  the  other  two 
promised. 

Two  years  later  the  big  turtle  said 
to  the  middle  turtle,  “Well,  I guess  he 
isn’t  coming  back  so  we  might  as  well 
drink  his  coffee.” 

Just  then  a voice  called  from  out- 
side the  door,  “If  you  do,  I won’t  go.” 


An  optimist  is  a guy  who  opens  a fifth 
in  a crowd  and  saves  the  cork. 

o o o 

Professor  of  Economics:  “Give  me  an 
example  of  indirect  taxation.” 

Frosh:  “The  dog  tax,  sir.” 

Prof:  “How  is  that?” 

Frosh:  “The  dog  does  not  have  to 
pay  for  it.” 

© © O 

A medium,  giving  a seance,  was  bring- 
ing back  people  from  the  other  world. 
A nine-year  old  boy  was  among  those 
present. 

“I  want  to  talk  to  Grandpa,”  he  said. 
“Quiet!  Quiet!”  hushed  the  medium. 
“I  want  to  talk  to  Grandpa,”  re- 
peated the  kid. 

“Very  well,  little  boy,”  conceded  the 
medium,  making  a few  hocus-pocus 
passes.  “Here’s  your  Grandpa.” 

“Hello  Grandpa,  what  are  you  doing 
up  there?  You  ain’t  dead.” 
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tjirl  of  the  Month 
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“Esch”  is  one  of  those  rare  blondes  who  are  blessed  with 
green  eyes  and  skin  that  doesn’t  freckle,  so  she  spends  a 
lot  of  time  at  the  beach  . . . all  summer  in  fact.  For  several 
years  Barbara  has  worked  in  Ocean  City  which  is  just  next 
door  to  her  hometown  of  Berlin. 

Kappa  Delta  claims  our  Girl  of  the  Month  who  before 
entering  the  U of  M this  Fall,  attended  St.  Mary’s  Seminary 
where  she  was  a hockey  and  basketball  enthusiast. 

The  Old  Line  is  not  the  first  to  recognize  Miss  Eschen- 
burg’s  charms  (she  represented  Maryland  in  the  Miss 
Universe  Contest  in  1954)  and  chances  are  prettv  good 
that  Old  Line  won’t  be  the  last.  Agree? 


i 


5 


Mr.  Oliver  and  Immortality 


by  R.  J.  Standridge 

editor’s  note:  Prizewinning  shortstory  for  the  1957  Old 
Line  Contest  Mr.  Standridge  will  receive  a cash  prize 
of  ten  dollars. 


Mr.  Oliver  belonged  to  that  prim  minority  of  men  who 
adored  fastidiousness.  Alone,  or  in  the  sight  of  others,  he 
exalted  in  a delicate  jov  when  things  were  done  right. 
Matters  attended  to  with  the  proper  degree  of  care  exhil- 
arated his  fine  sense  of  correctness.  Mr.  Oliver  knew  that 
people— a few  boorish,  unmannered  people— made  a joke 
of  his  sensibilities.  His  precisely-ordered  mind,  however, 
simply  denied  the  existence  of  his  critics.  They  did  not 
matter. 

He  stood  poised  on  the  curb  of  the  boulevard’s  traffic 
separator.  In  back  of  him,  on  a wooden  picket,  a small 
sign  warned  against  picking  flowers.  He  pictured  himself 
entwining  the  stem  of  one  of  the  flowers  around  his  hand; 
bending  over,  about  to  violate  the  admonishments  of  the 
sign.  He  tried  to  fit  a few  stock  expressions  of  guilt  to  his 
face:  side-long  shifting  eyes,  narrowly  intent  eyes.  The 
thought  was  so  utterly  ludicrous  that  it  would  not  complete 
itself. 

The  general  color  of  the  day  promised  rain.  The  wooden 
benches  spaced  along  the  boulevard  were  empty  of  day- 
nurses.  The  old  men  in  soft  hats  had  crept  away,  leaving 
behind  their  wrinkled  newspapers  and  droppings  of  charred 
pipe  tobacco. 

Traffic  on  the  boulevard  was  pleasantly  light  today,  Mr. 
Oliver  noticed.  He  looked  across  to  the  Court,  a cement 
building  with  a spreading  latticework  of  mold  on  its  gray- 
washed  walls.  He  lifted  a foot  from  the  curb,  and  stepped 
experimentallv  onto  the  boulevard.  He  did  not  commit 
himself  to  cross.  The  rude  maneuvers  of  the  state  chauffeurs 
frightened  him.  Thev  sped  unthinkingly  about,  diving  into 
and  emerging  from  the  stream  of  traffic;  stopping  without 
appraisal,  starting  in  lurching  suddenness.  Thev  were  dan- 
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gerously  unpredictable.  Tightening  all  of  his  face  into  a 
focused  squint,  he  surveyed  the  approaching  traffic.  The 
immediate  boulevard  was  quite  empty.  A few  autos  were 
drifting  to  a stop  at  a distant  stoplight,  and  with  a measured 
eve  on  these,  he  crossed  the  thoroughfare  in  a flurry  of 
excited  little  steps. 

Mr.  Oliver  took  the  far  curb  in  a triumphant  bound,  and 
quickly  turned  to  inspect  the  hazardous  homeland  of  the 
enemy.  The  boulevard  was  still  silent.  He  was  annoyed  at 
the  cold  perspiration  that  seeped  from  his  underarms. 

He  reached  the  lower  landing  of  the  stained,  soursmell- 
ing steps  leading  up  to  the  huge  copper  doors  of  the  Court. 
He  paused  to  rest.  The  sky  was  in  movement  with  a troupe 
of  tumbling  gray  clouds.  He  smiled  quietly  as  he  noticed 
the  passersby  turn  their  heads  apprehensively  upward,  as 
though  to  sniff  an  estimate  of  the  rain’s  arrival.  For  these 
people,  thought  Mr.  Oliver,  a sound  drenching  would  do 
well.  In  the  course  of  their  stupid  preoccupations,  they  con- 
sistently overlook  the  smallest  of  necessities.  Today  they 
have  neglected  an  umbrella.  He  hefted  the  weight  of  his 
own  slender,  black  umbrella,  and  the  shelterseeking  street- 
people  roundly  amused  him. 

An  old  peasant  woman  scraped  past.  Mr.  Oliver  studied 
her  closelv,  and  a quiver  of  a sneer  distended  his  nostrils. 
There  again,  he  mused,  is  stupid  preoccupation,  but  of 
another  sort.  Why  does  the  old  frump  go  on  with  it,  drag- 
ging herself  about  like  a diseased  cow— not  quite  a corpse— 
but  bloated  and  repulsive  enough  to  be  buried  immedi- 
ately, without  waiting  for  the  formality  of  death. 

HIS  PRECISELY  ORDERED  MIND  SIMPLY 

Although  the  day  was  warm  for  woolens,  the  old  woman 
was  bundled  in  two  or  three  long,  heavily  stitched  shawls. 
She  held  the  shawls  closely  about  her  by  gathering  all  of 
their  shredded  ends  into  one  leathery  fist.  Her  other  hand 
was  deformed.  The  fingers  were  atrophied,  and  had  grown 
together  into  a discolored  horn. 

As  he  minced  up  the  steps,  he  was  disturbed  by  an 
unusual  amount  of  activity  on  the  balcony  above  him.  Ah! 
The  court  pages  were  sneaking  an  early  lunch.  The  young, 
bleakly  dressed  pages  were  careening  shrilly  from  one  end 
of  the  balconv  to  the  other,  at  intervals  disappearing  around 
a corner.  Mr.  Oliver  was  visibly  displeased  when  he  sur- 
mised the  scheme  of  their  play.  They  were  tossing  knotted, 
remnant-filled  lunchbags  at  each  other.  More  than  once 
a ragged  crust  of  bread  arched  over  the  railings  and  spun 
to  the  steps  below.  He  would  speak  to  someone  about  these 
litterers. 

Mr.  Oliver  passed  through  the  Court’s  entrances,  and 
looked  concernedly  at  the  ponderous  metal  doors.  They 
were  badly  tarnished;  covered  from  top  to  bottom  with 
crusty,  green  scales.  The  passageways  inside  steamed  and 
smelled  of  cold  mopping  water  and  stale  tobacco  odors. 
The  dampness  offended  his  taste  for  immaculate  atmos- 
pheres. 

The  attendant  standing  at  the  doorway  to  the  trialroom 
was  young  and  as  pale  as  the  wall  he  leaned  against.  Not 
disturbing  his  flaccid  slouch,  he  extended  a limp  arm 
towards  the  door.  Mr.  Oliver  waved  a don’t  bother,  opened 
the  door  for  himself,  and  entered  the  trialroom. 


He  stepped  inside  and  walked  briskly  over  to  a water 
cooler.  Ignoring  a finger-smeared  glass,  he  pushed  his  hand 
into  the  slot  of  the  cup  dispenser.  It  had  not  been  filled. 
Mr.  Oliver  shrugged  and  supposed  that  his  thirst  would 
subside  when  he  seated  himself.  He  sidestepped  his  way 
into  the  last  row  of  seats,  and  eased  into  a chair  a small 
distance  from  the  aisle.  From  his  coat  pocket  he  produced 
a cardboard  covered  notebook. 

The  trialroom  resembled  an  amphitheatre,  and  far  below 
him  a scattering  of  spectators  sat  in  a random  group, 
mumbling  sluggishly  to  one  another.  A straggle  of  incoming 
court  officers  appeared  from  a curtained  doorway.  Halfway 
between  the  first  row  for  spectators  and  the  judge’s  desk 
a lead  colored  coffin  lay  placed  across  two  wooden  sup- 
ports. The  lid  of  the  coffin  was  secured  at  intervals  by  large, 
rusted  bolts.  Dried  dirt  had  fallen  away  from  the  coffin, 
and  erratic  drafts  drifted  it  across  the  floor  of  the  trialroom. 
The  court  officials  tracked  aimless  footprints  through  the 
thin  dust. 

Mr.  Oliver  rotated  a yellow  eraserless  pencil  in  front  of 
his  eyes,  observing  that  its  point  was  inefficiently  blunt. 
Bending  over,  he  drew  the  pencil  along  the  smooth  stone 
surface  of  the  floor,  revolving  it  in  his  fingers  to  even  out 
his  work.  A noise  from  below  distracted  him.  He  lifted  his 
head  in  time  to  see  the  judge  appear  from  the  door  of  the 
cameral  chamber,  picking  a wayward  thread  from  the 
sleeve  of  his  robe.  Reassured  that  everything  was  in  order, 
Mr.  Oliver  attended  again  to  the  point  of  his  yellow,  eraser- 
less pencil. 

DENIED  THE  EXISTENCE  OF  HIS  CRITICS 

Attorneys  and  court  clerks  were  distributing  papers  and 
envelopes,  speaking  in  reverently  lowered  voices.  Their 
movements  were  slow,  and  solemnly  exaggerated.  On  the 
judge’s  desk  a bale  of  letters  lay  impaled  on  a glistening 
metal  spike.  Nearby,  a metal  ring  was  attached  to  a string 
that  ran  along  the  length  of  the  desk  and  vanished  over  a 
grooved  corner.  Leaning  forward,  the  judge  pulled  tiredlv 
on  the  metal  ring.  Three  urgent  buzzes  sizzled  through  the 
trialroom. 

As  the  attorney  for  the  state  addressed  the  jury,  Mr. 
Oliver  busily  scribbled  tight  little  circles  on  the  open  pages 
of  his  notebook.  All  trials,  he  told  himself,  are  wonderfully 
alike.  The  attorney  is  saying  nothing  worth  a considered  jot. 

His  memory  of  other  trials  was,  in  all  measures,  perfect. 
Not  a detail  of  his  apprenticeship  in  this  same  trialroom 
was  indistinct.  Compelled  by  the  novelty  of  his  first  few 
assignments,  he  had  required  himself  to  record  all  that  was 
said.  That  was  a hundred,  perhaps  a thousand  assignments 
ago.  But  his  early  ardor  had  left  him  with  an  almost  mvstic 
awe  for  discipline  and  orderliness.  The  notebook  was 
totally  useless  to  Mr.  Oliv  er,  but  it  did  seem  to  be  the 
proper  thing  to  have  a notebook.  Besides,  the  book  was 
dated  at  the  top  of  each  page  and  he  could  never  force 
himself  to  use  a page  on  a day  other  than  the  one  specifi- 
cally ordained.  No.  Such  waste  upset  the  balance  of  his 
very  being.  A few  sketches  neatly  utilized  and  cancelled 
out  the  otherwise  blank  page. 

The  attorney  twanged  restlessly  at  the  jury.  Thev  were 
(Continued  on  page  15) 
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Listen,  my  co-eds,  and  you  shall  hear 
Of  the  midnight  ride  of  Sam  Veneer, 
’Twas  May  twenty-first  ten  years  ago; 
There  isn’t  a student  who  doesn’t  know 
Of  that  famous  day  and  year. 


Wherein  is  narrate  'ier 
of  a campus  patricl^ec 
campus  traditions  1% 


He  said  to  his  roommate,  “Johns  Hopkins 
may  ride 

From  Baltimore  for  Testudo  tonight, 

Set  a lantern  aloft  on  the  right  hand  side 
Of  the  Stadium  press-box  as  a signal 
light, - 

One,  if  by  foot,  and  two,  if  by  car; 

And  I will  wait  at  Sylvester  afar, 

Ready  to  pedal  and  spread  the  alarm 
Through  every  barracks,  frat  house  and 
dorm. 

For  all  of  the  students  to  be  up  and  to 
arm.” 


Then  he  said,  “Gung  Ho!”  and  on  his 
squeaky  bike 

Swiftly  rode  down  the  Baltimore  pike.— 
Meanwhile,  his  roommate  by  the  Coli- 
seum, 

Shivers  and  waits  with  eager  ears 
Till  in  the  darkness  before  him  he  hears 
The  sound  of  an  auto’s  muffled  roar 
The  scraping  of  metal,  the  breathing  of 
men 

And  a station  wagon’s  grinding  gears, 
Pulling  out  for4 Baltimore. 


Then  he  leaped  the  fence  by  the  stadium 
bare, 

And  up  through  the  stands  with  hurried 
tread 

To  the  press-box  waiting  up  ahead, 

Startling  the  couples  sitting  there; 

Then  he  paused  to  glance  at  the  night 
serene. 

And  the  place  where  Testudo  once  had 
been 

By  the  shadowy  Coliseum. 


Meanwhile,  impatient  to  mount  and  ride, 

Tightening  a spoke  in  the  bike  by  his  side 

By  Sylvester  Hall  waited  Sam  Veneer. 

Now  he  paced  the  ground  with  a restless 
stride, 

Now  gazed  at  the  campus  far  and  near. 

And  ho!  as  he  looks  on  the  stadium’s 
height 

A glimmer  and  then  a gleam  of  light! 

He  springs  to  the  seat,  the  handlebar  he 
turns, 

But  lingers  and  gazes,  till  full  on  his  sight 

A second  light  in  the  press-box  burns! 


\i  of  Bam  Ve.we&>i 


It  was  twelve  forty-five  at  Delta  Gam 
When  College  Avenue  heard  his  cry; 
His  voice  went  out  to  all  the  land 
To  all  but  the  co-eds  that  slept 
And  those  reposing  on  sorority  steps, 
Who  didn’t  bother  to  open  their  eyes. 


rate  i 
atria 1 
ans 


hitherto  untold  tale 
> saved  the  oldest  of 
n May  21,  1957 


A squeaky  sprocket  on  a campus  street, 

A panting  form  plowing  through  the  mud, 
The  squishing  of  tires,  a splashing  thud, 
Then  a muffled  oath  and  a fast  retreat. 
That  was  all!  And  yet  through  the  gloom 
and  the  night, 

The  fate  of  a turtle  was  riding  that  night. 


It  was  twelve  by  the  clock  near  the  sign- 
out  book 

When  he  reached  the  turn  by  Annie  A. 
He  gave  the  rooms  a fleeting  look, 

And  sees  a shape  on  a window  shade, 

And  thoughts  of  his  mission  almost  fade; 
But  he  pedals  on  his  way. 


You  know  the  rest.  In  the  papers  you’ve 
scanned, 

How  the  Hopkins  men  grabbed  and  ran, 

How  the  Marylanders  followed  to  Balti- 
more, 

And  fought  through  fire-hoses  to  even  the 
score 

Till  the  cops  arrived  at  the  scene  on  the 
run, 

But  the  battle  was  over  and  the  turtle 
was  won. 


’Twas  almost  twelve-thirty  in  VB  IV 
When  he  got  through  the  mud  by  the 
practice  field; 

He  heard  the  sound  of  off-key  snores. 

And  a voice  said,  “I  think  it’s  your  deal.” 
Yet  some  there  were  who  heard  his  call 
Who  little  thought  it  would  bother  them 
And  yet  next  day  they  all  were  bald 
Clipped  by  the  Hopkins  men. 


So  through  the  night  rode  Sam  Veneer; 
And  so  through  the  night  went  his  cry  of 
alarm 

To  every  barracks,  frat  house  and  dorm,— 
The  voice  of  the  turtle  for  all  to  hear! 
For,  borne  on  the  night-wind  of  the  past, 
Through  Maryland  history  to  the  last, 

In  the  hour  of  dean-slips,  finals  and  strife, 
The  co-eds  will  waken  and  listen  to  hear 
The  creaking  sound  of  a rusty  hike, 

And  the  midnight  message  of  Sam  Veneer. 


<">  Oo  I — 1 V 'y 


- 0 


It  was  midnight  in  Prince  Georges 
County  and  the  minors  had  left  the 
Grill  two  hours  ago.  But  here,  outside 
the  Green  Door,  stood  an  obvious 
minor,  mourning  and  smoking  an  As- 
sailem.  In  the  daytime  he  chewed 
gum,  but  by  night  the  gum  lost  its 
flavor  and  the  minor  liked  to  smoke 
Assailems  because  he  could  neither  in- 
hale cigarettes  nor  taste  their  differ- 
ence. The  two  men  behind  the  green 
door  kept  watch  on  him,  because  they 
knew  that  if  he  ever  got  behind  the 
door  their  jobs  would  be  out  the  door, 
green  or  otherwise. 

“Last  night  he  said  Joe  knew  him,” 
said  the  older  man. 

“Yes,  I know,”  said  the  man  who 
was  younger.  “He  also  knocked  once 
and  tried  to  tell  me  he  had  been  here 
before.” 

“Joe!” 

“Yes.  That  was  the  name  he  used.” 
“Him!  As  if  Joe  knew  him,”  said  the 
older  man. 

“Yes,”  said  the  younger  man,  “It 
was  truly  of  a laugh  out  loud.” 

“I  did,  you  know.” 

“Did  you  not?  It  was  really  a most 
loud  laugh.” 

“Oh  yes.” 

They  stood  together  at  the  green 
doorway  where  the  smoke  gathered  to 
slip  out  the  open  peep-hole,  as  exhaust 
slips  from  out  a Hollywood  pipe. 

“What  does  he  do  now?”  asked  the 
older  man  who  had  laughed  out  loud 
the  previous  evening. 

“I  see  nothing,”  said  the  younger. 
“The  peep-hole  is  too  smoky.  Besides, 
I have  a cold  in  my  eye  from  peeping 
now.” 

“It  is  truly  a draftv  peep-hole.” 

“Verv  draftv.” 

“Permit  me  then.” 

“Hold!  Whose  turn  is  it?” 

“It  is  clearly  yours.” 

“Then  shall  I peep?” 

“It  is  your  turn,”  said  the  older  man. 
He  did  not  wish  to  be  unfair.  He 
merely  wished  to  peep. 

The  younger  peeper  stood  with  his 
eye  well-placed  to  the  draftv  and 
smokv  peep-hole,  peeping  with  an  in- 
flamed and  watering  eye  but  with 
great  dignity. 

“Aivee!”  cried  the  peeper.  “He 
gouged  me!” 

His  older  companion  quickly  pro- 
filed himself  to  the  door,  squinted  in 
the  smoke  and  sighted  down  the 
length  of  his  forefinger.  He  waited  for 
an  eyeball  to  appear  outside  the  peep- 


hole, jabbed  quickly  then  and  leaned 
into  the  thrust  with  the  weight  of  his 
shoulder  and  withdrew  smoothly  with 
his  forefinger  tear-stained  to  the  sec- 
ond joint. 

“Now  he  shall  have  respect  for 
those  whose  trade  it  is  to  peep,”  said 
the  gouger,  who  was  the  older  of  the 
two  men. 

“It  is  a sad  trade,”  said  the  one-eyed 
younger  man. 


Now  they  stood  ear  to  ear,  the 
vounger  man  favoring  heavily  his  one 
good  eve,  both  men  peeping  through 
the  draftv  peep-hole  of  the  green  door. 
Thev  watched  the  minor  light  another 
Assailem  and  smoke  it,  without  inhal- 
ing and  without  dignitv. 

“A  minor  is  a curious  thing,”  said 
the  older  of  the  two  peepers. 

“Yes.  See  the  way  he  smokes  now. 
Clearly  he  is  not  of  those  who  smoke 
earlv  and  late.” 

“Perhaps  it  too  is  forbidden.” 


“It  is  not  enforced.” 

“Curious,  that.” 

“Really  wondrous,”  said  the  younger, 
one-eyed  man. 

“The  Green  Door  is  a curious  thing 
too,  you  know.” 

“Yes,  I’ve  thought  of  that.  It  makes 
a great  difference.  To  some  it  makes 
all  the  difference.” 

The  older  man  closed  the  eye-piece 
of  the  peep-hole  and  turned  to  the 
smoky  hall, 
smokey  hall. 

“The  minor  will  probably  leave 
soon,”  he  said.  “I  think  I will  look  in 
on  our  patrons.” 

“They  bear  watching,”  said  the  one- 
eved  man. 

Standing  alone  at  the  green  door 
where  the  smoke  billowed  and  listen- 
ing to  the  laughter  and  to  the  music  of 
the  piano,  the  one-eyed,  younger  man 
rested  his  back  against  the  great  lock 
on  the  door.  His  eve  pained  him. 

Here  there  is  music  and  laughter,  he 
said  to  himself,  and  beer  and  things 
coarse.  So  it  is  necessary  that  the  door 
be  locked.  Just  to  walk  the  strict  line. 
True,  there  are  other  places.  There 
are,  but  it  is  not  the  same.  There  is  a 
difference,  as  a public  place  differs 
from  a pub  with  one’s  friends.  One 
cannot  stand  at  night  in  a Little 
Tavern  with  dignitv  and  however 
clean  and  well-lighted  may  be  the  Hot 
Shoppe,  it  is  not  the  place. 

Well  then,  for  what  do  I peer? 

It  was  not  a trait  or  trace.  It  was  a 
nothing,  he  knew  well.  A nada.  Only 
a nada  and  a minor  was  a nada  too. 

Nada  age. 

The  one-eved  younger  man  opened 
the  peep-hole  and  looked  out.  The 
minor  was  gone.  The  peeper  heard  the 
older  man  return  but  did  not  turn  from 
the  peep-hole. 

“Everv  night,  the  same,”  the  older 
man  said.  “Anvthing  happen  here?” 

“Nada  thing.” 

“Do  you  wish  a break?” 

“Yes,  thank  you.  I like  to  look  in 
from  time  to  time.” 

Without  closing  the  peep-hole  the 
one-eved  man  walked  to  the  inner 
room  where  the  smoke  was  densest 
and  the  music  loudest. 

He  would  sit  at  the  end  of  the  bar 
and  listen  to  the  music  and  talk  and 
laughter,  he  thought,  and  maybe  to- 
night-just before  closing  time— he 
would  try  a small  beer. 

After  all,  he  said  to  himself,  I could 
probably  handle  it.  I am  twenty-one. 
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For  the  past  three  years  the  Old  Line  has  made  “Academy 

Awards”  presentations  to  University  Theater.  The  “OL 

’Mag”  award  winners  were  chosen  this  year  by  Miss  Julia 

Billings,  Dr.  Warren  Strausbaugh,  Dr.  Kathryn  Ward,  Mr. 

Robert  Carey,  John  Halliday  and  Dave  Halliday. 

Best  Supporting  Actress 

Judy  Neumann:  For  Mrs.  Billing  in  “An  Inspector  Calls.” 
This  was  the  first  time  Judy  appeared  on  the  UT  stage. 

Most  Effective  Setting 

Hamlet:  James  Byrd  gets  his  second  and  one-half  award 
for  this.  Last  year  he  shared  the  award  for  Best  Tech- 
nical Production  (which  this  year  is  broken  down  to 
Most  Effective  Setting  and  Most  Effective  Lighting)  and 
the  award  for  Best  Director. 


Most  Effective  Lighting 

Hamlet:  Credit  for  this  goes  to  Alice  Peet  of  the  Speech 

Department. 

(Most  Effective  Setting  and  Most  Effective  Lighting 
awards  winner,  “Hamlet,”  is  shown  on  page  11.) 

During  the  past  year  shows  not  connected  with  UT  have 
appeared  on  the  University  Stage.  Though  these  produc- 
tions are  not  eligible  for  “OL  ’Mag”  Awards,  the  board 
feels  they  should  receive  mention  for  their  contributions  to 
show  business.  These  were:  the  KA  Minstrel;  Interlude, 
produced  bv  Kenny  Jerome  and  Nancy  Austin;  and  Pro- 
ducer Rudy  Pugliese’s  summer  workshop  production  of 
“Stalag  17,”  “Arms  and  the  Man,”  and  “Picnic.” 


CONGRATULATIONS 


Best  Actor 

Robert  Milli:  For  Hamlet  in  “Hamlet.”  Bob  threw  some 
new  and  surprising  curves  into  his  characterization  and 
the  ball  came  straight  across  the  plate.  This  is  Bob’s 
second  “OL  ’Mag”  Award.  Last  year  he  won  honorable 
mention. 


Best  Actress 

Cathy  Moore:  For  Abigail  in  “The  Crucible.”  Not  only 
was  Kathv’s  performance  the  best  among  the  females, 
but  she  learned  the  part  in  only  three  days. 
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Best  Production  Overall 

The  Crucible:  Not  only  was  Director  Rudy  Pugliese’s 
show  a stupendous  success  here,  but  it  was  deemed  so 
good  that  it  was  sent  to  Baltimore.  This  is  Rudy’s  second 
award.  Last  year  he  received  the  Most  Outstanding 
Contribution  award. 


by  John  Halliday 

OLD  LINE  DRAMA  CRITIC 


Best  Character  Actress 

Janet  Shipley:  For  Mrs.  Midget  in  “Outward  Bound.”  Best  Supporting  Actor 

This  is  Janet’s  second  “OL  ’Mag”  Award.  Last  year  she  Ray  Chesonis:  For  Reverend  Hale  in  “The  Crucible.”  This 
received  the  Best  Supporting  Actress  award.  was  only  Ray’s  second  performance  on  the  UT  stage. 
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Qiieenio  and 

Babs  Gonzales 


Once  upon  a time  there  was  a liquor 
dealer  who  was  very  poor,  but  his 
daughter  was  a wild  looking  hag.  One 
day  he  had  occasion  to  sound  on  the 
local  king  and  in  order  to  give  himself 
an  air  of  importance  he  said,  “1  have 
a daughter  who  can  make  scotch  out 
of  water.” 

The  king  was  overjoyed  at  this  news 
and  instructed  the  dealer  to  bring  the 
lass  by  his  castle  to  see  if  she  really 
came  on  as  advertised.  When  the  girl 
arrived  the  king  ordered  her  to  be 
locked  in  a room  containing  a giant 
vat  of  water.  If  she  didn’t  produce  the 
hooch  she  was  to  be  hung  at  dawn. 

So  there  sat  the  unfortunate  dealer’s 
daughter.  She  had  not  the  least  idea 
of  how  to  make  water  into  scotch  so 
she  put  a few  Brubeck  records  on  the 
phonograph  and  wept  bitterly  into  a 
copy  of  Downbeat  she  was  reading. 
Then  all  at  once  the  door  sprang  open 
and  in  stepped  a little  man  who  said, 
“Now,  now  baby,  just  stay  loose;  I’m 
the  stud  who  makes  groove  juice!” 
Now  the  dealer’s  daughter  was  not  too 
surprised  at  this  because  she  had  read 
this  storv  when  she  was  a kid  and 
knew  that  the  little  man  would  have 
eyes  for  some  of  her  belongings  in 
return  for  his  labor.  So  she  replied, 
“I  will  pay  your  union  dues,  if  you  will 
only  make  that  booze.' 

The  short,  being  six  months  behind 
on  his  dues  already,  jumped  to  the 
task  and  by  morning  a vat  of  scotch 
awaited  the  king’s  pleasure.  Now  this 
king  was  a very  greedy  cat  so  the  very 
next  night  he  had  the  girl  locked  up 
with  another  vat  of  water.  The  chick 
was  beginning  to  feel  like  the  Calvert 
Distillery  with  legs  when  she  heard  a 
clatter  and  in  came  the  diminutive 
racketeer  again.  He  again  performed 
the  feat,  this  time  in  exchange  for  an 
autographed  picture  of  Dizzy  Gillespie 
and  an  old  soprano  sax. 

The  king  was  so  flipped  at  the 
maiden’s  second  success  that  he  said 
to  her,  “If  tonight  vou  make  the  groove 


by 

Dick  Wilson 

juice  scene,  you’ll  make  the  palace  as 
my  queen!”  For  a third  time  the  girl 
was  placed  in  a room  with  a vat  of 
H..O.  And  once  again  the  dwarf  made 
his  appearance.  This  time  the  little 
rascal  was  more  demanding  and  he 
asked  that  she  surrender  her  prized 
record  collection  to  him.  She  replied, 
“Don’t  hang  me,  small.  I couldn't  pos- 
sibly give  up  my  sounds.”  The  dwarf 
answered,  “Well,  straighten  me  with 
your  first  brat  if  you  become  queen.” 
The  girl  readily  agreed  to  this  because 
the  king  was  a lush  and  she  would 
make  this  queen  bit  just  to  keep  from 
working. 

Well  the  dwarf  finished  the  task,  the 
girl  and  the  king  made  the  altar,  and 
five  years  later  she  gave  birth  to  a 
rather  moronic  little  bov  (he  took  after 
his  father). 

Shortlv  thereafter  the  little  con  man 
appeared  and  demanded  his  prize. 
Now  queenie-o  didn’t  want  to  part 
with  her  first-born  because  she  figured 
he  would  be  useful  in  cleaning  up  the 
palace,  the  price  of  GHW’s  being  what 
it  was.  She  offered  him  a case  of  VO 
instead  which  he  refused.  Just  to  show 
what  a buddy  he  was,  the  little  man 
offered  her  a deal.  “If  within  three 
brights  you  can  discover  my  name,” 
said  he,  “you  can  keep  the  little  nard. 

For  the  next  three  days  the  palace 
guards,  under  orders  from  the  queen, 
went  all  over  the  land  to  see  if  any- 
body was  hip  to  shorty’s  moniker.  As 
the  deadline  approached  a guard 
rushed  to  the  queen.  He  reported  that 
he  had  seen  a small  rib  joint  in  the 
woods  and  that  outside  the  house  a 
fire  was  burning.  A little  man  was 
dancing  around  the  fire  and  singing: 
“Tonight  I'll  drink  a gang  of  beer; 

Tomorrow  bring  the  small  back  here. 


No  one  will  tell  this  queenie  dame 
That  Babs  Gonzales  is  my  name!” 
The  queen  was  of  course  gassed  at 
learning  the  name.  Soon  afterwards 
the  little  stud  appeared  and  asked  to 
be  identified.  “Is  Norman  Granz?” 
asked  the  queen.  “No  man,”  replied 
the  dwarf.  “Then  it  must  be  Babs 
Gonzales,”  said  she.  “You’re  right 
chick  but  when  did  you  get  back  from 
Wig  City?”  asked  the  little  man. 

Then,  of  course,  the  happy  ending. 
The  little  man  was  given  a job  as  a 
bartender  in  the  castle  and  had  a scan- 
dalous affair  with  a very  small  cham- 
bermaid. The  king  and  queen’s  rela- 
tionship became  rather  restrained  but 
she  found  a new  love  with  the  court 
jester,  and  he  with  another  liquor 
dealer’s  daughter.  But  that’s  another 
storv. 


She  offered  him  a case 
of  VO  instead, 
which  he  refused 


14 


MR.  OLIVER 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

curiously  dressed.  Each  wore  a baggy 
brown  smock.  All  were  peasants,  and 
this  morning  they  had  squatted  in  the 
yellow  fields,  loosening  the  earth 
around  the  stems  of  vegetables.  Thev 
were  summoned  to  the  Court  to  squat 
in  judgment  of  a deadman.  A coarse, 
straight-haired  woman  stared  into  the 
gallery,  blinking  dully  at  the  white, 
shaven  faces  of  the  onlooking  men. 

The  attorney  said  that  the  deadman 
had  been  executed  for  the  murder  of 
his  lover.  That  was  four  years  ago.  He 
had  irrationally  denied  his  guilt,  and 
was  brutishly  violent  during  the  career 
of  the  trial.  The  attorney  inhaled 
deeply  and  returned  the  captured  air 
in  an  injured  sigh.  He  pointed  to  the 
dullmetal  coffin  and,  in  a tone  that 
vibrated  with  shocked  disbelief,  told 
the  gaping  jurors  that  the  dead— and 
now  reaccused— had  struggled  ob- 
scenely at  the  moment  of  his  execu- 
tion, however,  certain  proofs  have 


been  gathered,  showing  that  the  dead 
and  reaccused  was  morally  diseased  . . . 

A window,  high  on  the  wall  above 
the  judge’s  desk,  fascinated  Mr.  Oliver. 
It  did  so  at  every  trial.  It  was  a wagon- 
wheel  of  a window  and  each  triangle 
of  glass  glowed  with  a color  different 
from  the  next.  An  overcast  day  nicely 
subdued  the  window’s  spectral  effects, 
reflected  Mr.  Oliver.  His  face  sad- 
dened with  disapproval  as  the  sun, 
sullied  bv  the  misty  edges  of  a cloud- 
inass,  fired  the  window  into  a swirling 
hurst  of  pseudocolors. 

The  attorney  went  on  in  a prolonged 
belch  of  accusal.  Every  mentiou  of  the 
deadman’s  crimes  delighted  the  jury. 
The  judge  punctuated  the  monotonous 
obloquy  with  quick  nods  of  his  head. 
Pivoting  from  his  position  near  the 
railing  of  the  jurvbox,  the  attorney 
paced  across  to  the  earthstained  coffin. 
Silence  . . . and  then  an  explosion  of 
twitching  rage.  He  stood  over  the 
coffin,  beating  his  fists  against  it,  filling 
the  room  with  a dismal  singsong  of 
hate. 

Mr.  Oliver  had  discovered  a new 


game— a pleasant  little  diversion.  When 
he  held  his  glasses  at  arm’s  length 
from  his  face,  the  entire  scene  on  the 
trialroom  floor  contracted  into  a crys- 
tal-crisp cameo.  By  drawing  his  glasses 
hack  towards  his  eyes,  Mr.  Oliver 
found  that  he  could  curiously  dissolve 
his  cameo  into  a wavering  blur. 

The  judge  pulled  nervously  on  his 
lips,  trying  to  muffle  a straining  giggle. 
The  attorney  stepped  stiffly  back  from 
the  coffin  and  held  a shielding  hand  in 
front  of  his  eves,  as  though  repelled  by 
the  image  of  the  silent  box.  His  voice 
rose,  faltered,  and  then  broke  in  a 
whining  nasal  snarl.  A metronomic 
clicking  of  laughter  escaped  through 
the  judge’s  lips.  The  attorney’s  voice 
descended  in  spurts  of  short,  sibilent 
whispers  . . . the  dead  and  reaccused 
was  a lustful  assassin  of  the  state’s  un- 
assailable righteousness  . . . 

The  attorney  stood  swaying  before 
the  desk  of  the  judge,  demanding  an 
immediate  convening  of  the  jury.  The 
judge  obediently  pulled  on  the  metal 
ring,  and  the  snore  of  the  buzzer  sig- 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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MR.  OLIVER 

(Continued  from  page  15) 


nailed  the  jury  to  stand.  The  peasants 
turned  and  mutelv  faced  the  wall. 

An  official  stood  in  the  center  of  the 
courtroom  floor.  In  one  hand  he  held 
a stopwatch.  The  impatient  gesturing 
of  his  other  hand  demanded  silence. 

Far  above,  the  tinted  window  dark- 
ened under  spasms  of  rain.  Mr.  Oliver 
pushed  an  attentive  finger  down  to  his 
shiney,  black  rainshoes,  and  brushed 
shiny,  black  rainshoes,  and  brushed 
off  a splashing  of  mud.  Pulling  the 
same  finger  along  the  cloth  of  his 
slender  umbrella,  he  emerged  unsoiled 
from  his  abolutions. 

The  man  with  the  stopwatch  nod- 
ded to  the  judge.  In  an  instant,  the 
buzzer  went  off  in  a prolonged,  irri- 
tating drone.  The  jury  herded  itself 
around  to  face  the  court.  The  dead 
and  reaccused  has  been  found  guilty 
of  doing  wrong,  said  the  coarse, 
straighthaired  peasantwoman. 

Mr.  Oliver  was  closing  his  notebook 
as  the  judge  began  to  pronounce  sen- 
tence for  the  deadman. 

He  returned  the  notebook  and  his 
yellow,  eraserless  pencil  to  his  coat 
pocket  . . . “Restoration,  April  Four.” 
He  sidled  smoothlv  along  the  row 
of  seats,  approaching  the  aisle  . . . 
“Death  and  Restoration,  April  Six.” 
Mr.  Oliver  was  glad  to  see  that 
someone  had  filled  the  cup  dispenser 
at  the  water  cooler  . . . “Final  Death 
to  complete  sentence,  April  Seven. 
Sentence  has  been  passed.” 

The  voung  attendant  at  the  door 
would  not  allow  Mr.  Oliver  to  leave 
until  the  judge  adjourned  the  court. 


Mr.  Oliver  was  never  annoyed  by  the 
demands  of  nice  convention,  so  he 
turned  obligingly  and  raised  a final 
glance  to  his  window.  The  opaque 
glass  was  dappled  by  the  distorted 
shadows  of  di  ving  raindrops.  Rain  had 
seeped  through  and  was  draining 
down  the  plaster  wall  in  slowlv  de- 
scending columns.  The  judge  energeti- 
cally adjusted  his  desk,  placing  a 
pencil  here,  a paperweight  there. 
When  he  completed  his  neat  rear- 
rangements, he  lowered  his  eves  to  the 
metal  coffin  . . . “May  the  executioner 
have  mercy  on  your  bodies.  Please  re- 
move the  prisoner  from  the  court.” 
The  rain  had  spent  itself  generously, 
and  already  the  overhead  grav  was 
drifting  down  to  the  horizon.  Sunshine 
splintered  off  the  autos  that  were 
slurping  their  way  along  the  trickling 
boulevard.  Mr.  Oliver  noticed  that  the 
old  peasant  woman  was  again  passing 
the  steps  of  the  Court.  Reaching  the 
sidewalk,  he  stopped  suddenlv.  She 
was  quite  near,  and  he  winced  at  the 
sour  smell  of  wet  wool. 


Although  crossing  the  boulevard  of- 
fered him  a considerable  shortcut,  Mr. 
Oliver  thought  it  unwise  to  risk  the 
spraying  tires  of  the  autos.  He  fol- 
lowed along  the  course  taken  by  the 
old  woman;  a discreet  distance  behind 
her.  His  mind  was  on  his  comfortable 
job,  and  how  plump  his  files  were 
growing. 
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IRON  GATE  INN 

1734  N St.,  N.  W.  Washington,  D.  C. 

THE  OPEN  GATE  TO  CHARM 
AND  GOOD  FOOD 

Lunch  from  12  Noon  - 2:45  P.  M. 

Dinners  5 P.  M.  - 7:45  P.  M. 

OPEN  7 DAYS  A WEEK 
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Famous  Butterscotch  Rolls 
EXCELLENT  FOOD  AT  REASONABLE  PRICES 


MEtropolitan  8-5179 
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"Across  From  Roth's  Theatre" 


*1 

-» 

-t 
*» 

•1 
-1 
*1 

-» 

-» 

•1 

-> 

-t 
*1 
•» 

-f 
•» 

'TTTTTT 


-After  CLiiei  3Vi 

The 

TOWN  HALL  TAVERN 


"FOR  REFRESHMENT" 

UNDER  NEW  MANAGEMENT 
AND 
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DINING  AND  DANCING 

Located  on  U.  S.  #1  - Just  a 
block  North  of  University  of 
Maryland 
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Chemical  progress  is  autoclaves,  test  tubes,  distillation  towers 
. . . hydrocarbons,  heterocyclic  compounds  . . . processes, 
polymerizations,  products. 

But  mostly,  chemical  progress  is  thinking  . . . men  think- 
ing. Little  men,  big  men,  medium  size  men  ...  in  lab  coats, 
business  suits,  overalls  ...  all  of  them,  always,  thinking. 

Thinking  up  new  products  . . . new  ways  to  make  chem- 
icals and  new  ways  to  use  them.  Thinking  up  more  comfort, 
more  convenience,  better  health,  for  everyone. 

Always,  the  old  things  have  to  be  improved,  and  the  new 


KOPPERS 

CHEMICALS 


things  have  to  be  proved.  It  takes  more  thinking.  The  think- 
ing never  stops.  And  so  chemical  progress  never  stops  It's 
that  way  at  Koppers. 

You  can  be  one  of  these  men.  think- 
ing. You  can  create  some  of  the  chem- 
ical progress  that's  made  at  Koppers. 

The  products  are  many  . , . the  oppor- 
tunities myriad.  Consider  a career 
with  Koppers;  send  the  coupon  today. 


Koppers  Company,  Inc. 

Industrial  Relations  Manager 
Dept.  C-116,  Koppers  Building 
Pittsburgh  19,  Pennsylvania 

Please  send  the  24-page  biOwhuie  entitled  "Your  Career  at  Koppers 

Name  

School 


I Address 
! City  . . . 


State 


Seems  almost  eveiyone  knows  the 

good  word  for  WINSTON 

AND  THE  WORD  IS  “TASTE”  . . . good  taste! 
See  if  you  don’t  think  that  Winston  is  the  best-tasting 
cigarette  you’ve  ever  smoked!  Part  of  the  reason  is  the 
exclusive  snow-white  filter,  carefully  made  to  let  you 
enjoy  Winston’s  rich,  full  flavor.  It’s  no  wonder,  really, 
that  Winston  is  America’s  best-selling  filter  cigarette  — 
and  by  a wider  margin  than  ever!  Try  a pack  real  soon ! 
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R.J.  REYNOLDS  TOBACCO  CO..  Wl N STON  S A LE M . N.C 


Enjoy  WINSTON with  the  snow-white  filter  in  the  cork-smooth  tip! 
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